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PREFACE. 
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1 HE Author of the following piece thought he could 
write a play : He took up his pen, hastily composed 
the scenes which he has now ventured to print, and 
having finished the fifth act, he had the audacity to suppose 
that his comedy might succeed on the stage. The Covent 
Garden manager said it certainly would not please; and^ 
as the author had previously weighed that gentleman's 
consequence, against his own insignificance, never did a 
repulsed scribbler receive a manuscript with less chagrin, 
Jt has since been performed in a respectable provincial 
theatre, and the audience treated it with kindness, tho 
they were well acquainted with the London manner of 
sinking an author and discomforting the actors. It assured- 
ly is no literary curiosity; but it may chance to fall 

into 



Inio the Iiands of some readeVsy who never suffer eonsciehcie' 
to upbraid them, for spending half an hour in idleness^ 
and with such, at leasts I shall* be secure. No praise 
is expected; no censure dreaded. Taste may condemn; 
l)Ut Morality will have little cause to complain: The 
former may say it is »'vile composition; and the latter 
•Uow it the extraordinary merit of being harmless. 
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PROLOGUE, 

Spoken by Mr. Cufton'. 

^ROM the unpolish'd author of our play, 
Whose fears your smiles alone can chase away^ 
I come; and in the trembling scribbler^ name^ 
Entreat you to be sparing of your blame. 
To judge with candour, to support his caune, 
And cheer a poor adventurer with applause. 
No lively beauties of a classic mind, 
No flsahes of enlivening wit you'll find; 
" He tells a homely tale, as nature taught," 
And lays no daim to elegance of thought. 
His head you may, his heart you cannot blame, 
Por Vice he loathes, and execrates her name: • 
And tKo' his muse may fail to give delight, 
Tho' dull indifference be his lot to-night, 
Moi-alit}' shall still sustain his cause. 
And virtue own he has not scom'd her laws. 
If he your generous plaudits should obtain, 
And, after all his fears, a verdict gain, 
The apprehensive pain will leave his breast, 
His grateful thoughts will never be supprjest; 
His gladsome voice your kindness shall proclaim. 
And still to merit your applause he'll aim: 
Happy at last, and all his troubles o'er, 
Joy shall triumphant reign— Hell sigh 719 more^ 
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ACT I. 

SCENE ^ the outside of Morris's cottage , with ^ 
rural prospect behind. Moaais and Mrs. Welwynt 
discovered 9 sitting under a tree, Morris closes a bool^ 
and they advance to the front of the stage. 

Morris. 

CO ends the story: The author has charmingly 

blended the lively and pathetic; we leave the 
virtuous characters ' in happiness, and the last page 
is truly humorous. Still Emmeline does not smile, 

Mrs. W, Sn^le! The good, the innocent alone 
can smile. 

Morris. Yet I have seen the vicious and depraved^ 
with laughing countenances: iiunshiae in their cheeksj 
and corruption in their hearts. 

Mrs. W. (alarmed) The vicious and depraved !-?• 
My brother-ryou meant not-^r 

Morris. What? 

Mrs. W. That I might appear gay-rthat I wad 
such as you mentioned? 

Morris. If I did, inay Heaven think ill of me ! 
J love. and pity you; while 1 have a heart you shall 
dwell in it. 1 have protected you with this arm, 
and let not your enemy come within its reach. 

Mr3f W. My brother! Let me kiss the lips that 

A uttered 
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tittered tho-^e consoling words — ^and tho* I soon mar 
rest in yon little consecrated spot, while the bell, 
iinheard by me, calls the humble villagers to the 
hou-e of prayer, yet may you live in hapjiiness and 
p ace, till the glossy h>cks of yon peasant lad are 
whitened by the winters of age, 

Morris. Dear, romantic girl! Why Tyill you talk 
thus, when you know it distracts me? tor Heaven's 
sake spare yourself and me. I have many fears of 
jny own, and you increase them; I am burthened 
tvith apprehensions, and you — (Peter Bluffman whistles 
without. J-^Biit hark! Sonje one approaches. 

. Enter Pkte^. 

pETEB. Servant, sir; servant, ma*aiT). What a fine 
iporning here be. The corn do look so purely, the 
trees be so green, and the birds so full of twitter- 
ation, that it do a body*s heart good to gape at *eni. 
Glad to see you so well, sir; but poor Mrs. Welwyn— 
Will you have a posy, ma'am? 1 gathered it just 
1^0 w, in Parson's garden. 

Mrs. W. (fakhigit with a faint smile. J For whon^ 
did you pluck these flowers j Peter? 

Peieb. Why, if yoi; must kno^y ma'am, I did 

^ promise my Bet a nosegay, to go to church with oa 

Sunday; but she ben't very fond of myrtle, and thenx 

there sort of smelling things; so she shajl have a 

f'^nteel jbunch of full blown tulips, to put in her 
osom. 

Morris. And hpw is your young lady this morn- 
ing, Peter? 

Pbteb. He, he! I thought, sir, you would soon 
^e axing that; and 1 wish 1 cquld say, '*she is very 
'w^ell, I thank'ee, sir." 

MoBKis. (with alarm j How! what do you mean? 
Iji she not in health? 

Peter, Aow, dont, sir, don't ye be putting yoiir- 
self in a flusteration; because if things be a littl§ 
badifih, that's not the way to mend'em. 

• Mrs. W, 
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JVfrs. W, Bad! Surely no accident 

Morris. Heaven forbid! But tell us, Peter — 

Peter. Nay, sir, for the matter of that, I h^vU 
but little to telTee. It mayn't be proper, sir, for 
sarvants to carry, tales:. But last night. Sir David 
and Miss Juliet had a little Sit of a dispute. 

MoKBcs. Impossible! His love arid her ddty— But 
what could ocf^asion it? 

Peter. I can't tell, sir, to a certainty. A FrencK 
mounseer came, last night, with letters from his 
master. Sir William Thingimbo'b — I forgot what ye 
do call 'um— So Sir David desired him to be sent 
into the parlour; and when I opened the door fot 
him — He, he, he! — He made sucli a queer face, and 
bowed to I, just so, f mimics J^^VW be burnt if he 
didn't inake nde quite asKamed. 

Morris. Go oil, Peter : Pray be qilick with your 
story , ,. 

. Peter, I ,wiiU sir; I will. After mounseer had 
b^en with Sir David about ten minutes, he came 
skipping into servants hall; when our Molly, thd 
€ook», and Jack, the huntsman, began to titter and 
giggle. The Frenchman looked deadly black at'em; 
and I tpld*em it wai>'nt decent ha^iour: Says I, *' Al- 
ways treat a body as ydu*d like to be treated your- 
selves: Mounseer, we'll have a glass of ale together. 
Here's your health, and good pro^peratio'n to youj 
^s long as you ben't an enemy to King George and 
bur country. " 

Morris. Well^ but Sir David ^nd his daughter? 

Peter. So thfen moiiiiseer Jlnd I grew mighty great 
friends; and as I do think it one's duty to be koiricf 
to a stranger, I'se siire had tie ax'd foV a few frogs 
for supper, I'd have gone and look'd for ^ome, in the 
ditch at bottom of the garden. But he did eat just 
the same as myself, and \Vhen he saw the cold sirloin; 
•*Ah, ha!" he crie-.-— Ah, ha! de fawt de lean— O, de 
CQOst beef ov oold Lnglant! O, de oold Enghislit roostf 

ketfif 
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beefl'* f sings and mimics awkwardly J'^^'B.e, he,— ^-twa^ 
90 queer. 

Morris* Arid after fuppet— 

Pete It. Aye, fir, then the Frenchman t^ent down 
to the Bull's Head, to look after fome thinfc];s he e:x:- 
pected by ftage coach; when he cariie bapk. Sir David 
oesired to fe6 him again; fo he went to fcim, and 
then he came down, and faid that the Baronet and 
his daughter were having a-— a-^^-frawcro, as he called 
it^— But I foon found mounfeer meant a quarrd , for 
Sir David .riing the bell, moil hugeouf!y? and juft 
as I entered the parlour, Mifs Jufliet left it in tears. 

Morris. In tears-^^J uliet in tears? 

Peter. Yes, fir, and I did atooft blubber myfelf: 
Lord, Sir DaivM, faid I, with all the friendflfiip iri 
the world, what can be the iriatter? "Whai's that to 
, you, you thick headed dog," (aid he— Yes, he called 
I a dog, fir — And then he ftrrfck I with his cane — ^ 
Hollo! fays I, let's ha' no more of that tho,* forl'se 
an Engliftiman, and don't like thef(fe here fort of 
things — Light me to my chamber," fays he— ^CoulcJ 
a dog underftand that, fays 1— *'Didn't 1 ftrrke you?" 
"".es you did— ** Well, here's half a crown for you**— ^ 
t'll be domn'd if I tak6 it — ^Then he got up, and 
ihook my l>and — And he faid. Good night, Peter, and 
God blefsyou! — ^*Lauk a daifyJ I ftoOd ftock ftilt^ 
and began a crying. 

Mrs. W. Dkl you fee any more of Mifs Juliet ? 

Peter. Not till this morning, madam, when (he 
did come to I, and told me to bring this little letter 
to your brother. 

Morris. A letter! why not give it to me atfirft? 

PbTER. Lauk! Becaufe 1 didn't think of it; But 
there it is, and when you have read it, do' be fo 
loind as to tell me whether it requires an anfwer. 

tVJ ORRIS, fqfidej The fiinplicity of this fellow 
never till now was tormenting. Emmelii^e hear what 
your friend has written, (reads J *' Come to me^ 
i& foon as you receive this; ibr I Jiave llrange and 

unpleasant 



f: 



ilnpleafant news to tell you. You will find me where 
"We parted laft night: 1 (hatll expect you impatient- 
ly, as I cannot poilibly be more than half an hour 
sabfent from the Hall." 

Peter. Well, fir? What be I to fay to my leady? 

Morais. Nothing: Nothing: You ihoUld not have 
iept the letter from me a moment. Do not go ta 
Mifs Juliet^ but to Sir DaVid. Something ftrang* 
and Unpleafant? Ah, Morris! How long raufl it be^ 
before you hail the retutn of happinefs. [£;czV. 

Peter. I hope, ma'ani, your brother beh't angry 
With I, for I ftibuld be main forry to offend him; 
find fo ma'am, I do wifh ydU a good morning. 

lExit 

Mrs. W. Good morning, Peter. What can have 
happened to my friend? 1 am impatient to know and 
ihall anxioufly look for my brother's return Thefe 
flowers are already fading: HoW like the happinefs 
of human life! I once knew real pleafure, but for 
the lofs of it, who is fo much to be accufed gs my- 
felf? I was too r^gardlefs of fecurity — Wretched 
moralift! Your own indifcretioris be on your head! 
Yet there was one, a cruel one, who participated-— 
Anagefiit that— Oh, Belford! Belford! lExit. 



SCENE 11. 

Injide of a cottage. Molly ButTERMfiAo dtfco-^ 
vered knitting, and Juliet looking impatienily through 
the cafenient. 

Juliet. 

Still I fee nothing of him : He was not at home 
ferhaps— or Peter — 1 am uneafy that he comes not ; 
tvhat's o'clock^ Molly? 

MoLLT. (turning her hour glafs.J Lord blefs your 
little Impatient heart, you aik'd me about a minrute 
iince, and I told you. it was juft the fame when 

i was 
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I was in love, 6ve and thirty years ago. But, ccrmaf 
con)e, don't look so grave. What Ahe dicktns, Mi& 
Julifet, can have happenM .fince laft ni^ht? 

Juliet, ^!othing, nothing of importance; I am a 
ftrange, filly girl; but we all have our follies, and 
1 fometimes think that we fhould never know true 
felicity, if it were not for the intermixture of forrow. 
I could not help crying this morning, Molly, but 
to morrow I fhall be as gay as a lark. 

Molly. Weill Heaven fend that you may: I like 
to fee people merry, aye, and to be merry myfelf too. 
Odds heart 1 When 1 was of your age-^-I was as fat 
as neighbour Thompfon's pig; my cheeks were a^ 
red as my funday-petticoat, and I could fing like a 
blackbird. (Ji^gi>*) 

"Twas when the sea was roaring 
. "With hollow blasts of wind/' 

lack a day! 'Tis all over with me now : Well, well, 
tho I can no longer fing, thank Heaven I can talk. 
Don't you remeniiber the long flipries I us'd to tell 
you? One was about the murder'd lady's ghoft^ cora* 
ing at midnight, to — 

, . JuLiBT. Yes, yes — (fiill looking out J He comes — - 
He's at the door: O, my Eeafit, turn not coward at 
a time like this. 

Molly. Yes, 'tis he, fure enough. Well, well : I 
tnuft go and feed my poultry : f Enter Morris, J Gooct 
morning, fir, Good mornings Mr. Morris: O, he's a 
fweet man! fafide.J [£I^//. 

Morris. It was owing to the fimple negligence 
of your mefsenger, that 1 was not here beforeT— Tour 
note, Juliet — it has alarmed me; tell me what has 
happen'd. 

Juliet. Oh Morris! What happinefs it is to call 
you friend. 1 know you love me; for you have told 
me fo; and you have a countenance on which deceit! 
never drew a line; a ton;<ue that never mov'd by the 
impulse of falfehood, ( taktss his hand, and looks earnejilj^ 
in his Jace. ) ' ^ ,t • 

MORRIS/ 
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^oRRis. fjkrinkingyas with recolleSilon.) Decettt 
Falfehood !— Oh, Juliet! I may have been frail — ^guilty 
of error — But may fhamc lafh me through the worlds 
if ever 1 abufe your love ! { with energy. ) 

JiTLiET. Then away, with Sorrow! See, Charles^ 
how I banifli her : * Begone, pale-vifag'd forcerefs ! 
I smiling and waving her hand ideally.) She flies tcp 
her groves of cyprefs; and now I'll fly- 
Mo rris. Where, my Juliet? 

Juliet. Where I always hope to find protection, 
and undoubted fincerity-— {^oi«^ off, but tum^jiiddeu'* 
ly to him J) Into your arms, Charles. But let me not 
ttius fport with the ihortness of time. My father, 
last night, threatened me with— not a new lefsod 
on decorum— cVor a puniftiment for giddinefb-^But 
a lover, Charles. 

Morris. A lover, Juliet! Are you ferious? Explain. 

Juliet. You know, that for fome time paft, Si|r 
Ddvid has been making many alterations in the apart- 
ments, and feemingly preparing for the reception of 
vifitors. I have frequently aflced the occafion of all 
this; and he ha^, as frequently, aflured me that it 
was only to entertain an old friend, who had pro- 
inifed to fpend a month with h}m at the halL 

Morris. Proceed, Juliet; I fear the fequel ofyouf 
flory is unpleafant. 

■ Juliet. Laft night he laughingly confefled he had 
impofed on me; and told me that he expected Sir 
William Thorpley, and his fon and daughter, one of 
the moll fafhionable families of thefe very fafhionable 
times. Did you ever hear of them, Charles.^ 

Morris. Th6 diurnal wits have frequently been 
merry at their expence: But pray go on. 

Juliet. Sir William, I have heard, is a ridiculous 
old beau; Mifs Thorpley an incomparable fine lady, 
and her brother young, handfome, light of hearty 
not inclined to either prudence or ceconomy, and 
iJendered rather too confpicuous by bis fashionable 
l^openfltiesy' ' 

MoRRlSt 
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Morris. And this man— 

Juliet. My father infifts (hall be my hufband. 

Morris, Infills! 

Juliet. Till now I have been accuftomed to guide 
him, and, tho' my parent, in moft points as 1 di- 
rected he was pleafed to move. But my influence 
is paft, and, in fpite of all arguments and entrea- 
ties, he has peremptorily declared, that if I lejec^ 
the propofed hufband, I may feek elfewhere for a 
father. 

Morris. What! Does he n^ake no allowance for 
■ either choice or diflike? Muft you neceflarily marry 
this man, even fhould you not be abl^ to efteem, 
to love him. 

Juliet* So my father fays, 

Morris. Brutality! (with indigru^ion.) 

Juliet My dear Charles! 

Morris. Take nie from the rack of fufpenfe— • 
Quickly, quickly, Juliet, and tell me your intentions. 

Juliet. My father's commands cannot be obeyed. 
1 find it is more natural to refill, thz^n to comply 
with them. He has threatened me harfhly, fhould 
I prove difobedient; and if A^ forfake, \yho will pro- 
ted me? 

Morris. 11— rWith my life — Till the laft moment 
of my exiflence, 

Juliet. And tilL the laft moment of mine, you 
Ihall have my afFedion and confidence. If my father 
abandon me, from that inftant fhall I regard you as 
my protedlor. We will fuit our means to our for- 
tune, and in fome friendly and far diftant cottage^ 
%ve will invite, and endeavour to make^our conftant 
guefts, Content and rural Happinefs. My father, ir^ 
time may forgive us. 

Morris. 1 ruft not to that— I have read the cha* 
radeis of mankind — Selfifh, tyrannous, unfeeling 
beings ! 

Juliet. I do not think my father will be proved 
fucii; and 1 muft tell you^ OharleS| that when wq 

are' 
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inariied, I fliall not allow you to be Co mtich of a 
cynic: You (hall neither chide the fun for its fpors, 
Dor abfolutely hate the world for its bleiyiifhes. You 
have your faults, and I ngiufl: corredl you. fir. [enter 
Peter.) Well, what brings yoi^ here? 

Peter, Wauijds, madam, mealier be up and axing 
for you. 

JuLifcT. Welly 5?s^ell; I'll be with him in a few 
minutes. 

Peter Mjfs Juliet-r- 

JuLiET. What do you fay? 

Peter, I wifti you good bye *till 1^0^ fee you 
again. •[ Exit. 

JrLiET. Farewell, my dear Morris! As foon as 
I have an opportunity of fe.eing you, I ^11 1 difoitch 
my fimple but trufty rjaeifenger. Ler Hope be your 
companion in my abfence : Adieu. 

Morris. Farewell | Farewell! (exit Juliet ) Wh^t. 
am I doing? Wrangling wita the world, for its errors,' 
yet afting with villianoijs duplicity, \yhat:! Deceive 
fuch innocence* I muft not be a liar! 1*11 call |ier 
back — Explain every thing — \nd though it may dif-" 
turb my happinefs for eyer, I cannot— r(^^//5) Juliet! 
JuHet! She hears me not— the copfe conceals her from 
my view — I am, as yet, more unfortunate than cri- 
minal; but if I proceed in my rafhly form'd defign^, 
the world will not abhor me, fo much as I fhall def* 
fife myfelf. ' L/^*^^« 



SCEI^E III. 
^n Apartment. Enter Sir. David Po7PLETOif» 

Sir David* 

** Man \^as not born for happinefs," fays the Phi# 
lofopher. iNiow I have liv'd fifty five years, without 
being able to difcover whether that be a falfliood, or 
a truifm — But I am half inclined to think it is ^ lie. 
I^oes not my fortune enable me to poiTefs what are 

B «ftUed 
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calted the good things of life? Ifn't that happincfs? 
bave I not the means of lef'-ening the wants of 
thofe who are in neceffity? Ifn t that happinefs? Did 
i not marry the worft temper'd woman in England, 
and loofe her a few years after ? lint that happinefs ? 
Have I not a daughter — Ah, plague on her ftubborn — 
She is like her mother— No, dimme if (he is — She's 
the fineft, the handfomeft girl in Europe — But then 
her obftinacy — She fhall fuffer for it — Suffer! What 
are you talking of, old David Poppleton? If Idon't 
ftrive to make her happy, may I be miferable myfelfj| 
as long as I live. 

Enter Mrs. Fondlt. 

Mrs. F. Well, brother, Well- 
Sir. David. Well, filler, well — 
Mrs. F. Ihe people of quality, I hear, are hourljf 
expected; and s^s 1 fhould like to be introduced; 
when they lirft arrive, I have put on my beft bib 
and tucker, as my poor, dear, old fafliioned Mr. 
Jondly ufed to fay. 

Sir. David. So I fee: Sifter, I can never doubt 
the exiftence of folly, when you are prefent. You 
grow a greater fool every day; and 1 can*t help 
thinking, that a mob cap would become thofe fweet 
features, much better than all that difcoloured trum- 

Mrs. F. Brother— Sir David— You are no more 
fit to entertain people of rank, than to be mafter of 
the ceremonies at Bath : You have no idea of tafte 
or falhion; your notions are as antique as your 
mansion, and as flupid as your rookery. 

Sir David. Yet they are bright enough to dis- 
tinguifh any noify old crow, that comes into it» 
^looking Jirongly at her. J But as 1 have long grant* 
cd a licence to your tongue, and am become well 
acquainted with your fooleries, you may prate as much 
as you pleafe, and mak^ your neighbours grin as 
XBuch as you pleafe. Tis a blefled thing that po<^ 
O^d Fondly is dead* 
• Mrs. F^ 
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. Mrs. F. It is indeed, brother! Peace to his afhes ! 
As Geraldina Weep willow fays, in the laft new novel. 

Sir David. The devil take Geraldina Weepwillowt 
And, Idare fayi you would marry again? (irony. J 

Mrs. F. If 1 could meet With one, who had 
youth, agreeablenefs, and the talents of pleafing a 
heart fufceptible as mine. 

Sir David. Talents of pleafing! Why you fenfelefs, 
grey old goofe— 

Mrs. h\ WTiat! Brother, this language — 

Sir David. If you don't like it, tou know the 
way out of the houfe; and when i next wifli to 
fee you, I'll fend for you. 

Mrs. F. No, sir; barbarous as your notions and 
Opinions are, Til remain where 1 am, till the vifitors 
arrive. And if you will not introduce me, why- 
then, fir, I have a tongue in my head, and know 
my own name-— That's all— 1 was in London, eight 
years ago, you know — lived three weeks in Grace- 
Church street, and was at Lady Trundle's route, and 
the manfion houfe ball. 1 know the go, fir — ViH 
tip to thefe things. 

Sir David. Yes, and if you were up to fomething 
elfe fputs his hand to his neck J y it would be no 
great matter : But hold your tongue, do, you terri- 
ble old woman. 1 was a fool, to tell you any thing 
of my intentions. But here comes a comforters 
Good morning, my dear little Juliet. 

Enter JtrLiET. 

JuLiPT. Good morning, my dear, dear Father!*' 

Sir David. O, damn it! I forgot that I quanell'd 
with htr fo defperately, laft night, (ajide.) Well; 
huify, how are you difpofed to treat me this morning ? 

Juliet. With that love and afFtv^ion, which you 
h^ve often faid, matie me one of the bcil of daughters. 

Sir Davjd. And more inciin'd to the match £ 
jpropoPd ? 

Juliet. \o; fir, mote averfe: A thoufand times 
/Ugiorc averfe, 

Mrs. F. 
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Mrs. F. Averfeto marriage! Childifh and unnatural* 

isir David. You (hall^mnrry the man I mentioned^; 
1 cfon't fay to morrow, tho' I fhall fix on an early 
.day» In the courfe of a month, you fhall be united 
to him. 

Juliet. Sir, I cannot confent. 

Mrs. K. O, child, but you mru'ft; yon JkalL 

Joi iBT. Madam. 1 will not: And I muft beg", ixajr 
insist^ that you will not be fo peremptory. 

^ir David. That's rights my girl: teach her to? 
know herfetf. But you murft have him though: He 
is well bornr. 

Mrs. F Young. 

Sir David. Kich. 

Mrs b. Han("fome. 

Sir Davio. Well made, fine health, tte AdoniH 
of bt. Jaii>es's 

Mrs. b I wifti he wonld have me! Heigho! 

Sir David. You! — Well, come — that's a good on e* 
Only think, you little rogue, how much you will 
be envied, wh« n you are a woman of fafhion. 

Mrs b\ A bt'auiiful coach, to take you to the 
opera — A curricle for the park — A private box at the 
theatre — I own houfe tor Faro — Country lodge *ot 
Tural fe/es and pK>etry. What would you ha^e more ? 

.liiLiEi. I'll anfwer you at fome future time: 
-Good morning, mat i am. \^Exit^ 

Mrs F. There— There's breeding! O, ihe is every 
inch a Poppleton — Brother, it you don't take gieat 
care, (he'll plague you in your old age. 

^ir OiLVDJ. Yes, and by all the wrinkles of your 
fkin, fis»er, fhe wiil only ferve me as fhe has already 
ferven you. As I believe you to be one of ihe limf- 
pjelt old women in exittence, fo oo 1 thmk her one 
of the wifeit girls, hhe never plagued me in her life 
till now, ana it ihe be a little difubedient, what's 
th.it to you.f^ 

Ans i:* Oh^ nothing, nothing: Yet let me teU 
you— 

Sir D4.vie^« 
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Sir David. Pfha! I have heard already, every thing 
that your fhallow brain will allow you to fay, and 
I am not fond of repetitions. Befides I have a letter 
to write, to my lawyer, and I would, at any time, 
rather pay him thirteen and four pence, for half an 
hour's jargon i than liften to your confounded cack- 
ling. Ah, you filly old fhepherdefs, [^Exih 

Mrs. F. Old fhepherdefs! To what brutalities is 
a tender, unprote6led woman expofed! Ever fince I 
configned the remains of poor Matthew Fondly to 
the cold, deep grave, have 1 been feekmg for another^ 
and more able proteftor. I am determined to havfe 
a young hufband, and at the earliest opportunity 
too. If this intended marriage takes place, 1 (hall, of 
courfe accompany the bride to London. And who 
knows, bat after a little lounging in Bond Street, 
and a few vifits among the talhionables, I may en- 
flave fome dear, dehghtful, heart-rending youth, I 
am told that women of my age and complexion, 
are now more regarded than the puny mifses of th^ 
times. Should I meet with the fwain my enrap« 
tured fancy piftures, I'll refign to him my fix choufand 
pounds^ and toHow my true love thro' all the world. 

End of A61 \ 
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SCElSfE. Jn JpartmenU 
Enter Sir David Poppleton. 

Sir David. 

J \Vi{h it was all over. I hate fufpence: I can*t 
live many years longer; but let my future hours be 
merry and happy as the paft, and then the fextoni 
may pelt me with clay, and the parfon pocket his 
fees. Few will grieve for me; and fo much the 
better — 'uliet will go to my grave — How her dear 
bofom will rife — How her' beau riful eyes will fill 
with tears — She wi'l call on me — "He's gone!" She 
will i^yi •*! fhall never kifs his cheek again — Never 
more fit on his knee ! " Curfe it ! Thi!> is worfe 
than death — I love the baggajje, more, a thoufand 
times more than all my money, houfes and lands^ 
and yet ihe is fo obftinate — fo— 

Enter Servant. 

Servant. Sir William Thorplcy, fir — 

Sir David. What! are they arrived? 

Servant. Sir William is ; And J^lmes is conduc- 
ing him to thi« apartment. ^ 

Enter Sir William. 

Sir David. What! My old friend! Welcome, you 
are moft heartily welcome. Give me your hand: I 
am an old fafbioned man, but upon my foul I am 
very glad to fee you. 

b'w William. Vly dear, fir, the pleasure is mu* 
tual. Tis full fifteen years fi nee we met, and, poa 
my honour, you fcarcely look fifteen months older, 

*>ir David. I heaitily wifh'I could fay the fame 
in regard to your appearance. In truth neither of 

us 
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us are young^. Sir William, and if my legs are not 
quite fo feeble, or my forehead fo wrinkled, we 
muft afcribe it to — 

Sir William. Feeble and wrinkled! What a bar- 
barian, (ajide.) To what, my good friend. 

Sir David. Why, to our different modes of living— 
You have been to India — I have ftaid at homt — 
Then, when you came back, you lived fo much in 
that damn'd nally place called London, while I was 
breathing the pure air of the country. But your 
fon and daughter. Sir William? Where are they^pray ? 

Sir William. They ilopt at a village, fix miles 
off, to look at a water-fall. Selina was feized with 
a poetical fit, and Harry doats on the beauties of 
nature as well as of art. 

Sir David (afide.J iV cold blooded young dog. 
Six miles from the nneft girl in England, to — But, 
I fuppofe, we 'may expe(!i them foon? 

Sir William. If the object be very grand, Selina 
will probably linger, till flie can pen a fonnet. If 
common, I dare fay, as their horfes are of exqui- 
fite blood, the three touriils will be here in half 
an hour. 

Sir David, (qfide.) A nonfenfical old — three. Sir 
William? three did you fay? 

Sir William. O, yes, 1 had forgot: Harry waf 
rather unwilling to come,' till his friend, Jack Ruffel, 
agreed to be one of the party. Jack is the be ft 
tempered lad. in Eur^e, and he very good-humour- 
edly faid, ••damme if 1 caie where I am. Go on, 
xny boy, and as the ghoit of Hamlet fenior fays, 
••rll follow thee." Ha/ha, ha! How comic! 

Sir David. Ha, ha, ha! Jack is a pleafant felloMr 
itfeems? (afide.J Curfe their impudence. A pleafank 
fellow, I fay. 

Sir William. He is a man of faftiion, and as 
entertaining as a man of fdftiion can be I dare 
fay we (hall make a very lively party. We, wh» 
figure fo much in the world of gaiety, are frequent* 
\j alloniflied, at the horrid feclufion ot country gentry. 

Sir Davip* 
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sir David. Yet fome men of fafhion figure fo 
much. Sir William, that their feclufion is rather 
more horrid. The air of St. George's fields, an4 
Fleet Market, is not quite fo enlivening as that 
which braces our nerves, in this part of the world; 
and thofe who inhale it in fraail quantities, might 
not be difi^ulled with our more copious draughts, 
our fox.^hafes, and our jovial bowls. 

sir William. What barbarous ideas does this 
old man entertain! fafide J My dear Sir David, is 
MKs Poppleton in health? 

Sir David. She never had a day's illnefs, fince^ 
file got all her teeth thro' her gums. 

Sir William. Never ill ! Grofs and abominable. 
(half qjide.) 

Sir David. What did you fay, my good friend? 

Sir William. That (he was greatly to be en- 
vied: Lady Charlotte Whimper ha*= been ill fourteea 
years, without knowing any thing of her complaint; 
and tho' Mrs. Meagerly has been und-^r the necef-r 
fity of chanii;ing her dodlors, nearly fifty times, none 
of them could ever tell what ailed her. 

Sir David. With the Whimper's and Meagerly*s. 
we have no acquaintance, tho our family has, at dif- 
ferent tunes, intermarried with the Sturdies and 
Evergreens. Some of my anceftprs have lived till 
fourfcore and ten; tdld ^s many thousand merry 
tales, quaffed with their grandchildren, danced with 
their great-grandchildren, and died with more con- 
tentment, than fome people enjoy, in the befl: part 
of their lives, 

Sir William. Dancing with — Ha, ha, ha! Well^- 
that is fo comic! I'here was rather a dearth of new 
ballets lail feafon, and I'll drop a hint, lome mora^ 
ing, at an opera reherfal. 

Sir David. You frequent thofe places then, Sir 
William? 

Sir William. What, the Opera? How ftiould I 
cgciil if 1 did not. What ravifUmeat to hear the Italian 

syren^ 
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«yrcns— What enchantment to be fmiled upon, bj^ 
tlie furrounding bieauties! What thnUine; tranlport 
to prefs the hand of the little divinity, who ftands' 
on her toes, till the difceraing admirers of heaven, 
bom genius, repay her with their abundant plaudits. 

Sir UATiD. {qfide.J If the fon be half a5 great, 
a fool as the father, 1 have choofen a charming huf-». 
band for my girl. Well, Sir William, 1 believe in. 
one of fny letters to you, fincc your return from: 
India, 1 told you 1 had a daughter, a fine girl, of 
a marriageable age, fweet teirapered, and beloved by 
all who kniew her. 

Sir William. True, and I afterwards informed, 
you, that 1 had a fon, whofe perfon and accomplish** 
ments were regarded in the circles of fafhion. You 
know. Sir David, that about fifteen years ago, my 
elegant habits of life, and Lfady Sarah's previous 
infidelity, made my fituation a /i/^/^T-that is rathei^ 
unpleafant-r— 1 went to India, not on vulgar ipecala« 
tion,' but to fee my brother Frank, who had lived 
there a considerable time. I refided ten yearly with 
Frankr—Poor Kellowl— He died fuddenly**frWith a 
glafs of tokay in his hand— It rather atfrcted nbe, 
to fee him grafp the glals in his convulfions^-rBut 
he left me a hundred tboufaqd pounds, bir Davidf 
(smiling. J 

h\x Davjd* What! did he leave no family? 

Sir William. O, yes: Two fons and two daughters. 
' Sir. David. Zounds! He muli havje been immenfe* 
iy pch: A hundred thoufand pounds to jpu^ after 
providing for fo many children! 

Sir William. Providing for them Sir David! Ha, 
ha! They had a black- woman for their mother, and 
were illegitimate! But he left them a trifle; and I 
gave them fomething previous to my departure for 
Knglatid* And now. Sir David, what is your opini« 
on of the alliance on which we have corxeiponded? 
Be ingenuous* What fays your daughter. 

Sir Da^id^ 

• 9. 
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Sir Davtd. Why then, to be ingenuous, Mr. Thorp-* 
ley was not very agreeable to come here, without. 
his friend. Jack — Jack— What do you call hira? 

Sir William. Jack Kuifel : Why no : Jack is fuch^ 
a merry dog, that thofe who know him muil wiih 
for his fociety. 

Sir Davib. And be flopt fix miles off, to look at 
a water fall, and will probably ilay till Aiifs Selinsi 
can compofe a fonnet? 

Sir William, Trqe: But they will Toon be her^j 
She has fuch a genius, and will write fourteen lines, 
in a lefs time, than you, or any country fquire^ could 
command your hobbling inu(e to fay,' ' ' 

See the meadows, and fee the green groves. 
Which Mary, our daiify-maid, loves 

Sir David. Ha, ha, ha! Hqw fcfcetious! A wrink- 
led old monkey fqfide.) Wei), fir, having iaid fej 
much of your fon, and his friend Jack, and, fup-' 
pofihiT that you will agree V»th me, when I..:Iirna 
there (hould be no undue reftraint, on the afi«cti- 
4>ns t)f an unviiiated heart; that love Ihould bC"-^ 

Sir William. Free as the zephyrs, that fan the 
rofe tree, as 1 told little Signora Celefiina, whea 
I cut OUT acquaintance, laft July, in Suffolk Street— 

Sir David. Why, then. Sir William, to be inge^ 
ntious^ my girl is much av^rie to the proppfed unions 
Bat— 

-/Sir William. She has never feen my Harry: And 
I'll bqt you a tlioiufand pounds, as (bon as ihe does 
fee him, (he will fi^h like Eloifa, and be as miad as 
Sappho* 

' Sir David. Indeed! He muft be a fine fellpwi 
-Well, my old friend, if the young people are wil- 
ling to torm an attachment, may the bleifing of 
Heaven attend themi But come, and take {oxae 
tefrefhment in a cooler apartment, this is fo con- 
foundedly warm— 

' Sir William. Nay, Sir David, you have been talking 
pf love^ and now we h6th feel the embers in our 
-^ boibmSf 



^ » 



sibli NQ MORE LADIES. i^ 

bbfoms. I fincerely hope the young people will go 
cliitracted, as fbon as they lee each other— And' then— r 
Ha, ba,ha! , 

Sir David. And what then? . 
. Sir. William. To be a grandfather! Ha, ha, ha! 
tt will be fo 



iir DAtriD. So what ? 

At WiLiiiAM. So very, very coniic! ild, ha, ha! 

[^ExeunK 



SCENE n. 

T%e Qutfide of Morris's coffagt. 
j^nter Morris^ followed by Mrs. WiLwYW, 

Mfs. Welwyn. 

<, Comfort, niy dear brother, take comfort, I entreat 

you. ;' 

. Morris. Vairi, v^n are your attempts to confole 
^e. If I ,16fe my Juliet, the ha|ipinefs of ihis 
^orld is refigned for ever, 

Mrs. W. Biit if you obtain her, fcharles? 
. Morris. Obtain her? How?. By what means? 
The hopes I have formed, van.fh like the b,eautiful 
qlouds that lofe their ti.it-i in the (ky of futnTier: 
Gloomi, melancholy gldom fucceds. Had I not enough 
of misfortune before, add liiuil: the corifolation which 
I franticly dared to call my own, never n ach this 
long tormented bread, of (orrow , s^nd wre'ohednefs? 

Mrs. Wi Sqirrow firft implanted by me/ Wretched- 
iiefs endured on my account. 

Morris. Forbear !-^I will not Hfte'n to ;^our felf- 
;iccufatipas : , But how id alA, I cannot determine. 
There's danger in remaining here— there's death-r 
tnadi^efs. ' 1 know not how to account for my pre- 
sumption: but I have fpent mda^ a bli^ful uuUr, 

G 2. itt 
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in thinking that the charms of Juliet's jierfon, tn^ 
goodnefs of her heart, and the fweetnefs of her 
temper, were to foothc the misfortunes, that have 
fo heavily weighed 6n my health and fpirits. 
Mrs. W . I cannot-^are not attempt to confole yoU4 
Morris. It would avail nothing, if you did: I ani 
but juft rouling from the ftrange illufidns, by which 
I have been guided. JBut the moft material thing 
that remains to be done, is — 
Mrs. W. Why do you paufe, Charles?^ 
Morris. 'Tls the fufpenfion of a man in agony f 
^o this cotlag^, in whicn I have lived — to thefe trees, 
under tvhich we have talked of our misfortunes — to 




Mrs. W. Be not ra{h: 1 here's no occafion for 
jrour iranfiediate departure. 

AJorris. There \st We will begone to-morrow. When 
I think of the untruths 1 have told Sir David, my 
Hood is heated by m^ own confufion. 1 have the 
afFeftions of Julifctr But (hall I decoy her from her 
father, break an old man's hearty and reduce her from 
affluence to poverty? No, no, I will leave you, dear 
Juliet, and may the guardian angels of inaocencej 
be ever near you! 

Enter Peteb. 

Peter. Well, here I be again, fir! Sir David d^. 
fired me to come and invite joii to dine with him 
to-Hay. The Ba^on^t is anived, and the yotfng folt 
be expelled at the hall, every mhiute. L^uk! what 
feiiftiiig and rare doings there U^ill be. 

Morris. Invite me to meet the man tvho is to 
tear my Juliet from me! This is not to be endured^ 
Save me, kind Heaven, from diftraftion. 

Peter. Mr! Lnuk! You'll frighten me^ if you roll 
^our e^es Rboiit in that manner* 
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. MoR&TS. Beace! Back to your mailer^ aad tell himi 
I defpife his malicious- 
Mas. W. Compofe yourfelf; wliat arc you faying? 
MoRkis. I fcarcely know: Tell ^ir Dayid-^— 
Peter. I ben't deaf, fir: You may fpeak as fofti j 
ks you pleafe ; and as I d6 think you be a little 
madifh, I ihall take it as a great favor, fir, if you' 
won't come near nie f retreating J 

MoiiEis. Fear ndthing: Prefent my compliments 
to Sir David-^ 

Peter. Aye, I can liften to any tUng, that ifn*t 
in the belamitifh fafhion* 

Morris. And tell him, I ani prevented from din- 
ing ^ith him 16 day. But I have fomething of 
confequence to fay to hiiii, and fbould be happy, if 
be would grant me si few minutes private coaveifa<« 
tion, in the evening. 

[^Exeunt Morris and Mrs. Welwyiu 
Peter. I will. Sir: ^calling after M^s. H^elioyn,) 
Give him a little hartihorn^ itia'am; and wuih his 
forehead with vinegar. Mother did fo to I, whea 
1 cried at the falfe-heartednefs of Nell Thickfet. O^ 
Gracious! Poor Gentleman! I'm afraid he be lar gone. 
Sndeedi [^Exit* 



SCENE III. 
jd Grove. Enter TsicK* 

Trick. 

if ever t ride fuch a long, infernal journey agaiii^ 
teay the pleafure of ambling up Piccadilly, and fport- 
ing my boot in Rotten Row, be eternally loll to me. 
Where can the hot blooded devil be run to? It waa 
Vaftly civil of him, to lay me on a dry fpot; and, 
fince I am difmounted, without perfonal iniury, 1 aire 
not how long he amufes himfeif with his heels To 
be thrown over a hedge, on an old woman's fpinning 

wbeeU' 
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irheeh. H^i. ha, hal How comic! As old Uue-fkia iaysw 

Eriier Mrs, Fowotr, 

Mrs. F. f &all referve myfelf till the. arrival of 
the young people, and not l^trifh my (pirit^s and vi* 
iracity, in entertaining the old ones. fseeinj^Tnck,) 
JSeavenst What enchanting youth is this? If he i$ 
half as gallant as handfome-^ril try-^rU throw oi^-( 
One of thofe lures^ which fo often effect the defigns 
of us pretty women — One of thofe little irrefistible— i^ 
Fr«iy, fir^-^ 

Trick. Pray, roadam; have you feen ihy horfe?; 

Mrs. F- Yodr horfe, (ir?— You fet my nerves ia 
ilnotion« like the firings of St. Cecelia's barfv— No' 
accident — Sure no accident. , 

l>ioK Splits madam; that's a1I--^Alexaitder and 
6u( ephalus«-a full trot and a tumble-— Look at mjf 
smm madam . 

Mrs t\ Broke! I fhall die, if it be broke! . 

Trick. Oh no! Only bfuifed-i— fc^ercly bruifed. : 

IVUs. K. Away with all ridiculous coynefs! 1 arxx 
afraid you are very much hurt. Bow do you feel, fir? 

Trick. A little fore, madam— r-\ little faint. 
• Mrs. F. Let me fupport you, fir-^Lean pn mf 
iymparhifing bofom— How do you feel now, fir?-^ 
lieii^ho! 

TriCk. a great deal better: Heigho! 

Airs. P, I thought fo. The rofes are returnini^ 
to your chrek: the palpitaition of jTcmr heart is left 
Tioltnt — And your eyes have a bnghtnefs— 

I RicK. Which they have boldly ftolen from your 
orbs— Your own. juft now, were like h^acinthb, adorn- 
*ed with I he pearls of morning, when the clouds arc 
grey, and the little herd boy goes to drive the cattle 
from the velv^et nrfeads, before the refpiendent sua 
has boldly ihewn his glittering face, to the green' 
willows,' that hang over the babbling brook. 
• Airs. F* bweet, poetical youth !r Ye Gods I With 
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fuch a man as ihh-^fa/tdiJj But your aceider*, fir^ 
Pray let me'h^ar. 

Trick:, fafidr J I wonder who tht devil (be jst 
A dia^mond ring-^l*Il tty to wheedte the liquorifli 
old Jade out of it. Why,, ma'ara, I iiafic finiply 
been thrown frbril the back of tgny horfe; artd raay 
1 pertfh^ If 1 '^ould not oonfent to be huTl'd froiu 
the top of St. f aals, to tb« bottom of Ludgate Hill, 
If I wei'e fore of fAWn^ at tbe feet of a w»omin; 
Vhofe charms were eqaal to thofe, on which I no or 
Hare to fix the eye of adiiiiratibri. 

Mrs. F. I am 6veTcome-*-Tbis is too mucb, fir-— 
Tour arm— 

Tricic White you are 'pfref^ntl can feel no pain-^ 
Let them Mud me on the Wheel, aad tear me wit It 
Ved-hot pincers, ftill-^ftill would 1 frhile. and, mint- 
ing to you, exclaim, *' ryrattt?s, i defy you! Ha, ha:» 
}xd\ See, there's, a godefs, that turns youi malice 
to extacjr arid joy'l'* (rantir^ eoetrewagtnth^J 

Mrs. F. I (hall expire with rap'urel tie muft be 
a man of faftiion-*— But your horfe, fir— 

Trick. Perifh the brute, and let bim fpeed td 
Chaos and eternal night ! ' 

, . Mrs. F. O, he muft be a man of fafhlon*— But, 
"fir, the furious beaft may kill lonie of the cottager's 
ichildren, 

* Trick. The world— the whole world muft be 
jfacrificed, before I can leave the firft, heft ornamenPt 
vof it. I fee, in your face, a combination of the rich- 
fell charms! Your cheeks ai^« full blown rofes-^-^- Your 
leyes refemble thofe of the wood pigeon; their brows 
iare ^s delicate as the fkin. of a moufe — And ybur 
breath is— Excufe the freedom of a fudden, but ir- 
irefiilible paifion fkifses herj^^^^^ it is — 
/ Mrs. F. What, fir? What, yon free, infinuating, 
'charming man. 

Trick, (afide.) As favoury as the fteam of -a 
ragout^ from a coffee-houfe aiea-r^weet as a ne^ 
pot of orange pomatum. 

Mrs. F. 
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Mrs. F. O, you flatterer! You too eloquent fcducerf 

Trick. And then this arm!— Place it before the 
Venus of antiquity, and it would be all fudge with 
her! Thefe fingers! How lon>i^, delicate^ and tapering 
*— This IS a very pretty ring-^thefe charming fin* 
gers! (ktfses thtm ) A very pretty rin^ indeed! 

Mrs. K. It was the firft gift of my dear hufbind^ 

Trick. What! You are married, then? O, as the 
inan fays in the play, would I were in my gravel 

Mrs. F. Your grave! Heaven forbid! My hulbandt 
fir, has been in A/$ grave fome time, and, I hope--v 

Trick. Then I revive, and am mvfelf again! t 
love you, madam — Fnte may put a bar between ua. 
^I will tear mvfelf away a^ fall a^ I can. But first take 
this: (pulU out scisors and cuts a piece c^ his hair. J 
"Wear it for my fake, and give me, in exchange, one 
of thofe little curls, that fport upon your brow. 
^ay, I'll feize it, with my own, robber-like hands« 
1 have it. (cuts her hair, J And Til employ the next 
fix months, in writing a new Kape of the Lock. 

Vfrs. F. (ctfide.) I really believe he has cut the 
filk of my new wig. 

Trick. And now, farewell for ever! 

Mrs F. O, no! Do not let us part! 

Trick. The pale-fac*d deilinies viiil have it (qf 
Take th*.s little hoop of gold, (pulls a ring from 
hisjinger.j And when I am far away, drop a tear 
on it, and give a melancholy thought to me. 

Mrs. F. And take you this. { gives him her ring. ) 
And every night, when you place your head on yoiir 
pillow— -1 can fay no more— -My emotions overpowear 
me— 

Trick, {q/ide.) Ha, ha! And fo do mine: Muck 
good may the ring do you. Adieu. 

Mrs. F. So foon! Where— Wn ere are you goine? 

Trick. To bir David Hoppleton's, to piepare for 
the reception of my mailer. Air. 'I'horpley, who wiil 
be there m le(s than halt an hour. 

Mrs. V. 
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Mrs. F. What! Your mafter! Support me. Heaven* 
And have 1 deba&d myfelf, in U^lking fo long, and 
in fuch a manner, to a footman \ I Ihall go ii^to fits! 
Cive me iny ring again! ' . . 

Trick. Take it— No— I can't part with it— I mufti 
1 f(^el I muft look at it, when I place my head, oi| 
my pillow. \ 

Mrs. F. I infist on having pay ring back agaii>*-« 
A footman, indeed, to prefume— - 

TiviCK. {with affected and extravagant ^^gnityfj 
Forbear, madam! The opinion I h^ve entertained of 
jrou, would havehonor'd a pfincefs; your allufioa 
to my fituation in life, cuts my foul in twb^ an(!^ 
£lls my eyes with cowardly tears. Did npt parti- 
cular reafons induce Alfred the Great, to put Op.tliq 
difguife of a pjsafaht? Look at me once more, ma^at^l 
Can you fee nothing above the vulgar in me! ..Ciri% 
(Cumftances^ the moil unhappy, have obliged me tq 
ieem what I am not-*-My fem^ly is noble— My fojrt\fnft 
hot contemptible— And ipy heart-r-O, you urillin4 
one! You have ftuck in it a long and defperate dag^er^ 
and now I fly to pull it out as fad as I can ! [jLxit* 

Mrs. F. Come back, thou treafure of my foul I 
{Enter Peter.) Come hither! {without looking' at him.} 
My heart is the repofitory of loye! I ,wift not trufl 
jny eyes to dwell on your too perfect form; butthp 
honey of my lips Ihall again hang on yours! («SA/r 
advances affe^l^dh^ looks on tk^ ground^ throws her ortM 
eround Peter's neck and kifses ^im. ) Oh! ^ 

Peter. Oh, the dickens! What be you at? It 
won t dp, Mrs. Fondly; m |be burn't ff t v^ould con^i; 
Uiit fornication ^ith you for five fhillings. . 

Mrs..F. I'm ru'medj I'm ruined} You ugly, bp^* 
laced imp of mifchief! Thei> yoi^ have oyerheafii 
every thing that— f 

PsTER. £^es; every thing that— Dear beartt I al- 
ways .thought you xjrere defpec^tely \n want of a 
^ouhg hu^and; and every body faid the. black; 
frumpeter, that was quartered at the Bull's Head— • 

Mrs» lf\ Hold your tongue, you Ihameful villian. 
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Peter. Come, come, Mrs. Fondly; more refpelftsf 
fuller words if you pleafel I'se an honeft Lad, and 
I won't put up with no abufe. 

Mrs. F. Well, well ; there's half a gfuinea for you : 
Ha, ha, ha! It was pleafant enough that you {houI4 
overhear us. Bijt it was only a joke, Peter. 

Peter. Ha, ha, ha! {looking at the money an4 
chuckling.) 

Mrs. K. Why, what do you laugh at? 
Pbtbb. Only a joke— only a joke, Mrs. Fondly. 
Mrs. K* But you*Il be cautious, and not paentiof| 
the circumftance? 

Peter. O, I won't qaa*am, only to one or twq 
pf my acquaintances. 1 always tells all my fecrets 
to Betty Todkins, becaufe, aye fee, Betty and I 
are one day— -You underftand— rWe always knows one 
another's affairs; When 1 firft went a courting to 
lier, fays flie to I, **Peter, if ever you conceal anj 
thing frojn me"— *- 

Mrs. F. ril have you hang'd, you impudent villain | 
Peter. Hang'd! Ha, hal Well come— that Would 
\>e funny enough! Good bye, ma'^na, good bye. 
Mrs F. Why, where are you going? 
Peter. To make my laft dying fpeech and con- 
feffion, while you be g%tting a rope fof my neck* 
Good bye, ma'am, good bye. {^Exii'^ 

Mrs. k\ Between love and brutality hpw am I 
tormented— The delicacy of my conliitution will nevet 
fupport it, and I ihall fall a tender, unrefisting fa- 
critice! 1 fhall be like a l>eautiful lamb bound, to th^- 
altar of the gods, with wreaths of rofes! How tru^ 
|ire the harmonious lines of iny lafl fonnet! 
To what can I compare a lovely maid, 
Who loves, and fears,-? — who trembles,-^is afraid?*^ 
IVhy to a lilly, cut up by a gardeners spade— 
For here she, pensive, roves, and there will go, 
And drop her tears, and sob, and cry Heighot 
jfcw/^r Peter, and repeats zn the same tone, 
Ay ^9 and 1 have heard old widows will do so* 
... iitruns off\ and Jhe fallows him^ in apa£iQn0 

JSndo/Jct II. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE a room in Sir David's houif^^ 

Eider Jt)LiBt« 

Juliet. • 

*^HE hour of trial is arrived. 1 hatre loved my father jf 
i have obeyed hirii ; he has retvarded me, till now, 
With his daily finiles, arid nightly bleilings. Poor 
Morris! Miift I then renounce — (a Idugh without.) 
They are coining lo this apartment; and by flying 
from them, I (hall only add to my perplexity, and 
inake myfelf a more confplcuous obje(Sb for their ridicule* 

Enter Sir William, Miss Thorpley^ Hablry^ Russel, 

cmd Mrs* Fondly, 

Sir. William, f speaking as he enters.) No apoIo« 
gies, my dear Sir David ; we xi^ill endeavour to amufe 
0urfelves till your retiirri. Well, here We are again; 
Jklifs Poppleton: It was unkind of you to leave us 
for a moment; and nothing could compenfate for the 
lofs of ydur charming fociety, but the velocity of Sir 
David's wit, and the lively vivacity of Mrs. Fondly, 

Mrs. F. 0» Sir William, this is indeed an honor! 
(Curtsies,) 

Habry. Jack, if 1 marry thfe fpirifler, you Ihall 
take the widow, f aside.) 

RussEL. "An ounce of civet, good apothecary!** But 
fay fomething to her, or Ihe will think ydU a ver/ 
Cold lover, (apart,) 

Harry. Upon my honour, MIfs Poppleton, the 
telifti I had for the fcenes of nature, when a boy, 
Js revived, as I caft my eyes around this charming 
intermixture of hill and dale. Truly Arcadian! A 
ityfr piping fhepherdSj and half a fcore of wood-nymphs^ 
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to weave chaplets for Acm, would render it deleSaHr. 
^ Mrs, ¥0 O, 1 always lov'd the ihepherds and their 
pipes! 

JuLiKT. I am happy, fir, that you are pleas'cJ 
with our retiretoent. But to thoie who naVe lived 
to much in the gay world, our rufticity muft be ob» 
▼ious. What we want in refinement, we muft make 
up in fincerity; and if our manners and language 
have not the poliih tvhich you have been accuftomed 
to, do us the juftice to believe, that we rarely com« 
mit an aftion with an ill defign, or fpeak in oppofitioa 
to the di^tes of reafon and humanity. 

Harrt. Jack, there is ibmething in this girl, that-« 
{apart. J 

kussEL. She is a deviliOi deal too, good, for fuck 
a worthlefs fellow as you. f apart, J 

Harrt. Without flattery, madam, I have feldom 
difcovered fo much modefty, blended with fo much 
beauty. My dear Selina,. 1 am fure you muft be 
liappy, in gaining fo amiable a friend. 

Miss Thorpley. Very — ^Very happy, Harry ! Butq^ 
to tell you my mind, Mifs Poppleton, I (hall be left 
fond of your (ociety, if I find you of a fombre caft, 
1 love to fee Mirth break the fetters* of Melancholy, 
and fcatter thoufands of rofes, in the pBths which' 
are fo lightly prett by her magic feet. Now I fear 
you are rather too fond of the m^rtlt Ihade— Ifn t 
flie, Mrs. Fondly? 

Mrs. F. Her fympathies are ill directed: She has 
not that quicknefs, tliat charming vivacity wliich, 
tho* antiquated prudes may cenfure it, makes us 
aippear to the other fex, as th^ bard of Avon has it^ 
••The high top-gallant of their joy!" 

Mifs Thorplrt. Very agreeably exprefscd, indeed I 
(apart to Rufsel.) 

KussEL. And very elegantly quoted ! 

Sir WiLWAM. C apart to H^rvy.) Ha, ha, ha! This 
•Id lady is extremely comic 1 

Miss TuoRFLEY, But I ihall allow no* folitude, no 

, dejedion^ 
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^ejeftion, while I am here. It's as bad as being at 
a benefit tragedy, when the good lady before the 
lamps, thinks it a duty to entertain her auditors, by 
inaking them as miferable as fhe poffibly can. Now;, 
at dinner, you once e;ave fuch a look— juft so— and 
then you heav*d stick a figh!— 

Juliet. Did I?— It was rude, I confefs. But the 
xnind is a ftrange compofition, and a thought might«^ 

Miss Thorpley. My' dear girl ! Thinking has beea 
out of faihion a long time indeed: Hasn't it RuHel? 

RusssL. O, yes: It went foon after the hc*d 
ilomachers and long rnfFels* It is now confined to 
the dry plodders of the Temple, and Lincoln's Inn ; 
creatures never pleafant to only fuch — 

HARRf. As want a marriage fettlement, an annuity^ 
or divorce. 

RussEti. To be fure there is a little of it ftill ob« 
ferved in Lombard Street ; but the inhabitants of that 
quarter, you know, are only refpected when— 

Sir William. The neceffities of thofe in other 
quarters are very prefling, and the creditor curs caa 
no longer be retrained from biting. Indeed I have 
feen fome fymptoms of it, in a few Piccadilly old 
thaids, and Mary-le-bone widows- 
Mrs, F. Ridiculous beings, with neither fouls, nor 
Energy ! Tallelefs of pleafure, and incapable of beltow« 
ing it. 

Miss Thorplet. It certainly has long fince had 
its run; but it may come in again, I took Lady 
Tranquil /in my carriage, to the laft Vauxhall/e//; 
and as we were bowling along the road, we (aw a 
tremendous fire, which the mob faid had broken out 
in the King's Bench— Uer Ladyfhip was the fpirit 
of our party. 

Sir William. She certainly was infinitely agreeable* 
The flafhes of her wit — 

Miss Thorpley. Exceeded the number of the lamps; 
and it was three o'clock in the afternoon of the follow- 
ing day^ when a xilil liner from Bond Street, imperti<« 

nentlf 
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from morning till night— I would fonner— 

Haj^rt. I know you are capable of playing the fool^ 
and you and Selina will niake a charming couple. 
I repeat, there is only ope woman in the world I 
fan ever njarry — Is ihe in the world? Oh, Jack! I 
ftiudder every time I |>ut that queftion to rayfelf. I 
trpn^ble, and confefs myfelf a villain! 

RussBL. Defist, delist, you felt-tormenting devil! 
Ha, ha, ha J A fellow who, for the laft four years, 
has purfiied every plej^fure, and entered into every 
jWfSpation, now comes with a face as grave as a lawyer 
at the bar, and with a voice (Veetly attuned to 
jtabernacle pfalmody, exclaiims, •• Oh, I confefs myfelf 
SI villainl*^ Ha, ha, ha! 

Harrt, Go on, go on. Ipfants thrive on pap, and 
fools on laughter. Let me have my humour for 
half an hour, and I fhall become a very jefter. Yes— - 
1 have been idle, diffipated-r-and I feel I Ihall fooa 
be fo again. But, J[ack, I mull: reform: 1 mufl 
indeed — I loft two thoufand pounds l^ft tuefday, and 
three more on the following night. But my father 
louft not know of this. 

Kuss£L. You unlucky rogue! Do, my dear fellow, 
fenounce t^e dice Ijox, 

Harrt. I will, jack, 1 pofitively will. But when 
a man is unhappy, my boy, the oottle and dice- 
To be fure neither philofophers, nor moralifts coun« 
tenance the practice; but then, you know, I feldom 
read grave looks, and am never fortunate enough 
to meet with grave fociety. 

KussBL. ril forfwear jozcr fociety, unlels you leave 
©fF gaming. 

Harry. Damn it! Have I not told you I meati 
to do fo. Sir, I fdUied forth, from the gaming houfe^ 
half nud with the remembrance of my follies, and 
half drunk with the Burgundy I had fwallowed. A 
Girl in the ftreets afked me for money, and 1 offered 
to fee ber home. She had no home : She only wanted 
a tritie to €arr^ her back to ber father's cottage in 

Bamplhizci*. 



SIGH HO MORE LADJ^S. .5^ 

miampAiirc. JifjT life on it (h^ was a pepitent. I g^ve 
^er my laft guinea; and ihe thanked- me on her 
knees. S^e left m^e^ at^d I faid to myfelf, threes 
thoufand pound^ will not fatisfy the rapacity of a 
gambler, hut one poor guinea, may heal the iroundft 
of an aged heart, s^^d fave a miferable foul froim 
predition. 

RossfiL. Faith, Harry, you were very feptimenta! 
in your cuds. 

, Harry. On that night too, I fcamper'd thro* the 
f>ark: Th^ moon flione at intersrals^v^The wind blew 
—The trees made a iQeJancholy noife-»-I flopM thtt 
raih arm of Suicide, and led the aftonifhed wretch 
to a tavern. Poverty and inA)lt had driven him to the 
brink of pre4ition«w>\Ve are brutes, ^ac^: Upori my 
foul we are* But Til reforqsi ; if I don't, n^ay--*--- 
Come with me into the garden, ai^d Til talk farther 
of ray intentions, amd tell you wh^t I xpean to fajr 
to my father and Sir David. J^Exeunt. 



SCENE //. 

s 

jlnother j/j^artmenf, ^lUer Sir Qavid* 

Sir Davip. 

I wonder Morris h^ not been here yet : What 
can the young fcoundrel h-ave to fay to mp? I have> 
for feveral weeks, entertained a (ufpicion, that be }$ 
in love with n»y girl, and fomethmg niore than a 
fufpicion, that ihe thinks him a proper fel{ow for 
her hufband. I don't know enough of him for that 
however. He is a handfome dog, fenfible, and well 
bred. But then, damn it, his fortune' is fo fmall, 
S^nd the negotiation I have entered into--~-^Here, Peter, 



Enttr Pbteh, 
Pl^XB^, Did your honor call? 
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Sir David. Have you feen any thing of Mr. Morris^ 
fince. I fent you, to invite him tp dinner? 

Peter. Yps, Sir David, I fee*d him ir^ the grove, 
Rbout an hour ago. Mercy on me! He look'd as 
griip as thp ghoft of Betty Hugeias, that fits al^ 
night in the cow houfe, where (he hung herfelf. He^ 
fix'd his eyes on the ground, fir; qrofs'd his arms, and 
walk'd about, as I do now: Juft fuch a true lover 
like figure as I feem at (his moment. Mercy on us ! 
What a power Qf ^^^^ things there haye been faid^ 
by him and Mi^s Juliet, at old Molly Buttermead's. 

Sir David. "What! Did they meet there? 

P^TBR. Aye, many ^ good hundred times: Molly 
lias often cried, to fee the young ones take on; and 
I us'd to tell them when you were out of the way. 

Sir David. Sq old Molly cried, and you. told theiA 
ivhcfi I was put qf the way? Ha, ha, ha! 

P^TBR. £es, fir, I likes to be kqind to my fello\^ 
creatures. 

Sir David. I'll fend the old witch to Bridewell, 
and fet you in the ^ocks, for a whole month, you 
dog. Out of iny fight, you rafcal, or 1 fhall break 
your head, f exit Peter) So, fo! Things have gone 
farther than I fufpefted, and perhaps No, no, not 
fo bad as that, neither, A man that talks like Morris, 
can never be a villain; and my girl is too virtuous, 
to commit an a(^ion, that wotild fan&ion the fcora 
of fociety. Here he comes. I'll not give way to 
paifion, but endeavour to play the hypocrite a« 
Well as himfelf. 

Enter Morris. 

Morris. Sir David, I ho{>e I do nqt break in upoa 
my engagement. The mefiage I fent to you, ha^ 
probably kept you at home. 

Sir David. Not at all: But why did you not come 
to dinner ? The Thprpleys are arrived, and 1 v^iih 
\p introdjjce you to the young people. Lads of fport, 
and a fine daihing girl, 1 allure you, I fee, by your 

e^e. 
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eye, you have no averfion to the girls: Fll ftepi and 
call them to you. 

Morris. By no means: It is an honor I inuft 
flecline. 

Sir David. Pftiaw! Ndnfenfe! You iiiufl: positively 
be acquainted with them; fo I'll g6 and-i^ 

Morris. Hold, Sir David; I Can notj at prefent, 
c6nfent to be rriade known t6 them. • 

Sir David. Wfell, fir, jutt as y6\x plcafe: But, 
perhaps, ydii Will dine with us, on the wedding day? 
If you then decline my invitation, you muft be a 
four fellow indeed. 

Morris. The wedding day, fir. 

Sir David. Yes: I fuppofe you have heard of th^ 
intended alliance, between young Thorpley and Juliet 
^-— A devilifli fine match ! You nave heard — •Haven*t 
you? 

Morris. I have, fir-^Slightly— A report has— 

Sir David. What are you talking about? Whdt 
do you wi(h to fay? 

Morris. More, Sir David, than I am capable of 
iittering. But are ydii fix'd, pofitivelj^ determined 
on this union? 

Sir David. Pofititrely, firi It will produce the 
iiioft agreeable confequences, between the two fami- 
lies; and on the fifth of next month, my little Juliet 
will be a blufhing, happy bride. I tell you what, 
Morris — -I'm an old fafliioned man, and will have 
the ceremony perform'd in the old fafhioned manner. 
Ko tacking together^ in a little fquare parlour. No ! 
We'll all gd to church. You ihall be of the party- 
Shake hands with the bridegroom— 'ICifs the bride- 
Give us all joy-^ee the roalled oxen fairly cut up 
•»— Get drunk after dinner— ^And danCe with the lads 
and lafses on the green, in the cool of the evening. 
Zounds ! We will all be as merry as — 

Morris, fjinling on a chairs extremely agitated. J 
Then flie is loft, and I know my fate, Mifery— 
Eternal Mifcry ! 

£ 2, Sir David* 
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Sir David. What the dcril ails you? aikf T^!ia€ 
are you muttering? 

Morris. Sir David, I beg your pardoti: I (half 
iiot witnefs the ceremony: I intchd to leave thw^ 
part of the country, to-morrow; and, from this hour* 
It is not probable that we ihall ever meet again. 

Sir DavId. Going! So foon! Why, you young 
iog, what do ymi i^rtean by all this ? , 

Morris. 1 w\{h to tell you,, but hare not fuffi-^ 
cient refolutfon. I not^ appear before you, in? extremfe' 
tonfufion, and feel a degree of pain and humility not 
to be defcribed. t owe yotr a finalf fum, which? 
you advanced to' me fometi'rtie fince, and cannot— 

Sir Davib. 0, in t^o months-^Leave it to your 
fteward-^Yo'ur note-^Or an order on your banker—^' 

M CHRIS. For Heaven's fake, do^ not torment me 
ihus! I have rio fteward— ^no banker-^I am— O^ 
fhame^^ fliartte!— ^A liar amd rmpoftor! 

bir David. A mighty pretty confeffioti indeed*, 
and a great deal of noVelty in it f Will you tier 
pleafed to utiravel a little more, and give a furthei^' 
explanatibn* of your own qualities, 

Morris. I am come to yo\i, fir, for that very 
f iirpofe. I can offer nothing fattsfaftory, in extenu- 
ation of fonie parts of my conduct; butifyou wiU 
hear my ftory— 

Sir DaVid.? Pray go'on^ fir— ^Som^ething devilifb 
odd in all this, f aside. J 

Morris. Sir David, my father was a man of family 
and fortune, but he ^^as diffipated and extravagant; 
and when I attained the age of eighteen, I found 
myfelf in the rtioft unp4eafSnt circumftances. My 
father dfed, and hrs creditors Virere fcarcely to be 
appeafed, by the wf6cfc of his property. About » 
hundred pounds a year now i^emamedy for the fupport 
of me and my fifter. 1 had formed bright expefta- 
tions, blit — 1 was cruelly deceived! fsrg/is.J 

Sir David. Why this was rather an unlucky bloww 
But your relatUnis^-^ 

Morris. 
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MoBRis. My father liad a ticli lifter — She hated 
liim and his children, frecaufe he had married m 
t)eautiful Italian, who died in giving birth to my 
fitter, Thds deferted, we feUrcci into the country, 
and continued there two tears, ^hen I proppfed to 
go, for a ftiort time, to Italy^ 

Sir David. To Italy! A hundred poinds a year^ 
and-^ 

MoREis. Tour furprife is natural : The trareller 
of fortune would fmile at onrrad^enturefS and oeconomy, 
but we efFedled our defigrt; eftabliihed oarfelves in 
a delightful village; and it was there we nurs'd 
that enthufiafm, which fometimes leads, by paths of 
the brighteft flowers, to inevitable deftrtiction. But 
I tire you-^ 

Sir David. O, no, no-^Go on, fir. 

Morris. I tefolved to fee as ttiuch of the country 
as 1 could: And T^'hen my fitter was fettled in her 
cottage, I left her, and was abfent fix months. My 
toother's relations were aJl dead: 1 walked over the 
rnofl: delightful fcenes^ and my pencil and imagi- 
nation were continually employed. I returned to 
my fitter, and flew to eriibrace her. She was pair, 
terrified, and almott infane. I aflf d a thoufand tinaes, 
/ the caufe of her behaviour, and at length, fee con- 
fefled that, an Englife gentleman had appeared, during 
my abfence, and fucceeded in ^ - ^ My face burns 
with confufion. 

Sir. DAvib. Finifh jcnxt ftory, young man* 

Morris. The name of her feducer— her vilHanoift 
feducer !-^was Belford. I curtt him, in my rage; 
I even curtt my fitter; but I afterwBrds took her 
to my hearty and fwote to love her ftill. Belford 
had profeffed the mioft fincere lore, and promised 
immediate marriage. I fought him out, and, after 
taxing him with his crimes, defifed him inftantly 
to fulfil his vow. He would not--*Tbo' he confeffed 
his arts, and protefted fhe had fallen by them, he 
would not do her the juftice I required. You arfe 
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a father, fir: The feelings of mankind, tho* not al- 
ways the fame, are very relative. What would yoii 
have faid, to the man who fo abus*d your daughter ? 

Sir-DAviP.. What would I have faid? — Nothing. 

Morris. Nothing! — Then I have miflaken your 
charaSer — Nothing ! 

Sir DA.VEO. No: I think. Heaven forgive me,*t 
ihould have extrafted his brains, without fpeaking 
a fingle word. Pray what did you do ? 

Morris. Repeated my curfes — Gave him his choic^ 
of piflols — Received his fire — And — Oh horror ! — Shot 
him dead, on the fpot ! 

Sir David. The devil you did! An^ what then? 

MoiVRis. Then I hurried away, with my fifter, 
and efcaped the juftice which purfued me fo clolely^ 
We arrived in England; changed our names, aiiii 
experienced many viciflitudes— My poor, beart-broken 
fifter fuffered much. We afterwards fixed on this 
fpot. Chance m^de me known to you; and, witS 
the deepeft confufion, I muA repeat, that I have 
deviated from truth and honor. 

Sir David. All this is very ftrange ! But haver 
ypu nothing el fe to fay? 

Morris. Yes: 1 love your daughter !— Nay ftart 
not fir — I am poor— an alien to fociety — But affection 
will glow in the breaft of poverty, and exift in the 
Jonlinels of a wildernefs — But let me conjure you 
to regard yonr daughter's happinefs: I (hall never 
fee her again— Be kind, be tender to her; and if ine 
fpeaks of me with affedlion, do not defpife her for it. 

Sir David. Have you any thing more to fay? 

Morris. But little— By this alone, can I repay 
the pecuniary debt 1 owe you. f glides paper. J But 
if you Continue to love and cherifh your daughter^ 
the prayers of a wretched man fhall attend you, from 
the eariieil hour of morn, till the lateft of each. 
melancholy night. [£a?// hastily. 

Sir David. What the devil have we got here ? 
— Ehl How! An affignment of his furniture--^And 
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m Sto ncJte — ^The dog is honeft, however — ^But flieti, 
fuck impudence to l6ve piy daughter ! Yet how coiil^ 

in 

ity- „ , , , .__.-. „_ _. 

fuch a paifion, I doa't know what to do to him— 
EjTid, I'll return this paper, and fend him a hundred 
pounds, to take him o;i his journey. . ££«i/«' 

SCENE IIL 

A Grove, Enter Juliet, ' 

JULIBT. 

To whom (hall I tell thfe forrows of my heart? 
The fairy vifions of youth are no longer feen, and 
bU my ahticipations are gloomy and diHreiling. 

Enter. Morbis hastily. 

Morris. Juliet! My beloved, loft Juliet! I have 
fccn Sir David: I have difclofed to him — 

Juliet. 1 was in the adjoining ropm^ and over- 
heard every word that paffed. Your ftory filled me 
with horror ; and afjtjr ypu left my father, my trem* 
bling feet would fcarcely bear me to this fpot. 

Morris. Till this moment, I never knew how 
much I loved you : — Bnt 1 mull begone — Think of 
py miferable fortune — My fhameful impofitions— - 
And learn, like the reft of the world, to fhun and 
defplfe me, (going. J 

Juliet. We will not part — Indeed we will not, 
(detaining him, J 

'Morris. We muft: I will purfue the path of 
villany no further. Farewell! 
Juliet. Why, then, — farewell 1 f faints in his arms. J 

Morris. I ihall go diftrafted I Had I avoided 
this meeting, it would have faved me a thoufand 
pangs — She looks as if death were in her face— 
Juliet! Juliet. 

Julist. 
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ivh^^t. fricaroifing^) Wl^ere am I? and witH. 
mrhooii? Morris! Morris 1 , 

MoBRiiS. Here, here, mT love! 

JuUBT* I thought you had left me for ever. 

Sir I>Avio, (without* J Juliet. 

JuLiBT. Hapkl my father calls me* 

Mo&Eis. Then leave me : fly from me, I conjure 
you. 
Sir Davi d . (without. J Why Juliet ! Juliet Poppleton. 

Mo&Kis. Begone, I entreat you; A fathers curfe 
IS dreadful! Be dutifal, and avoid it. 

JuLisr. I know the fufferings of your mind, and 
will not Ijeave, you, till you have promifed-— 

Morris* What? 

JuuBT. Not to quit the village, till you eithev 
fee, or hear from me agaia. 

MoBRis. 1 will not; I proteft I wiU not, 

JcjLiBT. Then there is, at leaft, one more joy 
(teferved for me: May Heaven Weft you, Morris, 
and heal the forrows of your heart. 

Morris. And may its gentleft angels hover over, 
and guard you^ my kind, my tender Juliet, [^Mfs^iunt^ 

End oj M III. 
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ACT IV. 
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SCENE a Grove, 
Enter Tbicc. 

T^ICK. 

PORTUNE a baggage— A jilt— A harlotl 'Tis falfe, 
ye melaocholy croakers of fociety—^She is a goddcfs, 
* of aiost bewitching sSped; and tho' her bandaga 
conceal half her charms, the faijle that parts her 
ponied lips, is enough to fill the heart with rapture 
—And now for my alEgnation with Mrs. Fondly; 
O, here Ihe comes! — No!—' Tis my mafter — So, hide 
me for a while, ye gentle haunts of my enamoured 
Sylvia, f retires behind the trees, J 

Enter Russel, and Harry Thorplky, hastUy, 

RussBL Come, come, Mafter Harry, Til have no 
foul play: The little ruilic's glance was direfted to 
me — 

Harry* No fuch thing-p-/ was the objeft the^ 
pointed to; and I (aw an invitation, in her ro(y 
mouth, which a hermit could not have declined. 
A pretty fellow indeed you are^ to make love to 
8elina, and ri^n, like a rein-deer, af|;e.r the firft pink 
petticoat you fee in the village. 

RussEL. Ha, ha, ha! Yes, and a pretty fellow ^oz^ 
are, to make love to Sir David's daughter, and im-^ 
pudently difpute my claim^ tp the n^ilk-maid of one 
of his tenants^ 

Harry* Why, Jack, wljien there is a fcarcity of 
articles 

RussEL. It is very natural to be ar> early cuftomer, 
and fecure a decent quantity for our own wants — ^ 
So, fay no more about it, my lad; for I'm otF, and 
damme if you Ihali overtake me^ [^Exit hajiily. 

JT H4R&X* 
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Harry And damqa^ if I don't try for it (njM, 
^Ur him.) 

Trick conm forward. 

Trick. There they po ! And two cleverer fellows 
never ient a hlllet doux, pr grafted the infignia of 
Cuckoldom» on the fojrchead of a mawki{b hufband. 

Mrs. FoNDLT sings without. 

** My heart's my own, my will is free, 
And so shall be my voice." 

Trick. Ha, ha! Here cpmes niy bloommg f«t 
<>nc! and if 1 don't fucceed, in making hejr change 
feer tune at laft, my old profefEon of aiding before 
Ihort fi^es and the little purple-nos'd ^ddler was of 
|io ufe to me. 

flnter Mrs* Fqndi#t. 

Mrs. F. I almoft fink with confufidn! 

Trici;;. So do I. 

M rs. F. To meet you here, and alone, is fo ra0i» 
fb imprudent. 

Tkicjc. When I abufe yowr Jove and confidence, 
may I become the fcorn of thofe exquifite eyes, an(f 
the deteftation of that fwan-like bofom. 

Mr§. F. Swan-like bufom ! How eloquent is love! 
What things it leads us to fpeak of ! What emotions 
it teaches us to feel! See, here; behold this lock, — - 
I have fhed tears over it; but they were tearis of 
joy— VVhere is mine? 

' Thick:. Curfe me if I know, f aside. J I have it 
not about me. 

Mrs. F. Not about you! Sir, is this conftancy?' 
J fear I have miftaken you. If you really loved me— rj 

Trick. If 1 loved you! Refle6t on what all the 
heroes of ancient and modern times have faid to their 
miftrefses, and think what I would fay, if this 
fwelling heart would let me. 

Mrs. F. But the lock of hair— The lock of hair! 

Trick; 
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, Trtck, Damme, I fuppofe fhe thinks (he is afting 
Othello! By my foul, old lady. Til foon (hew you 
a lock of hair, if the old black cow I fee in the next 
field, will fiifFer me to tWitch her tail f aside. J Ha, 
ha, ha! What do you think I have done? 

Mrs. F. t can't guefs, indeed. 

Trick. I have hid the little treafufe, under a tuft 
of violets, in the adjoining meadow. It was a poetical 
idea that led me to do fo; and 1 will (hew youj 
tomorrow, what my mufe ikid on the occafion. 
But let me gd and— 

Mrs. F. No, ftayl Your convetfation enchants me! 
Tell me tvho you are— the name of your family— 
and 

Trick. Ah! Death and madnefs! Fire and fury! 

Mrs. F. Blefs me! What do yoii mean? 

Trick. Pain, torture and diftra&ion. [walks about.) 

Mrs. You tfcrrify me. 

Trick. Damnation! 

Mrs. F, Oh, horrid! Ybd make my gentle blood 
Tecoih 

Trick. Ghofts of my anceftorsl Look down, and 
talm this perturbation — But I'll tell you all; and 
do not defpife me, thou emblem of fofcnefs. 

Mrs. F. Go on, thou paragon of manly comlihefs; 

Trick. I am Sir Frederick Arundel — — 

Mrs. F. What? Who? 

.Trick. Sir Frederick Ariindal of Glamdrganfhire: 
Did you never hear the llory of an unhappy Baionet 
of that name. 

Mis, F. Never. 

Trick. Then I will reveal it. Can you excufe 
the indifcretions of gallantry? Can you turn an eye 
df comniferation oxi a man, whofe ardent love for 
your fex> has been his ruin. 

Mrs. F. I can — I can. f wipes her^eyes.J 

Trick. On the twenty fourth of last January, t 

• was at a mafquerade. At the fupper table, and on 

my right hand, 1 beheld a Crazy Jane, eating a 

F 2. beef 
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beef fandwich. and drinking a glafs of MaderJa. • SlW 
Was beautiful ; and her face fa mucli refembled yours,i 
that while I thus fondly gaze 

Mrs. F. O, happy, happy Jane! Proceed, Sit 
Frederick. 

Trick. She was accotnpanied by a little bandy- 
legged gentlennran, in the character of Mercury— I 
fbllowed her clofe-^-told her ray name, and gave 
ker my picture. But in the courfe of two hours, 
3 loil her in the croDvd-^1 now abandoned myfelf 
to deipair— 

Mrs. F. Poor, fufceptible youth f 

Trick. Some few nights afterwarfds, I was going 
thro' Cavendiih fquare ; and 1 ftop'd to liften to the 
melodious warblings of fome unfeen angrt. A lamp- 
lighter was then taking his fecond tx)und, and I gave 
him half a guinea, to let me mount his ladder— I 
afcended to the firfl: floor window, and faw— 

Mrs. F. What? Who? 

Trick. My divine Crazy Jane! She was fitting 
- on a pink filk fof^, and attired in a tranfparent^ 
muflin night drefs — She had a IJttle black kitten on 
ber right knee; a tame pigeon: on her left (houlder; 
and while (he touched her lute, ihe fang, (JingSi 
ridiculously.) ( 

Go, my pretty, goo — coo dove, 
And tell Sir Frederick how I love f 

Mrs. E\ How heavenly ! What followed. Sir Fre« 
derick ? 

Trick. I threw another half guinea, into the hat 
of the fifhy-fmeliing genius of incVigue^-Oently en- 
tred at the window-*— Appealed her. alarm, with a 
thoufand kifses— played a . few minutes with her 
kitten, and then — She could not refill me. 

M rs. F, Who could refift you ! 

Tricjk. In a fhort time^ Lord Webfoot, her hufbaiid.' 

deteded the amour, and brought his adlion againft 

xne — Id vain my lawyer pleaded-— In vain he Ipoke 

of my general characiier — of the agreeablenefe of my 

, perfon 
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ferfon— Verdift Twenty thoufand pounds! I waJr 
Obliged to hide myfelf immediately; and on the 
Saturday ni^ht following, the blooming partner of. 
my joys killed herfelf, with two pennyworth of white 
arfenic, bought at No. 478, Oxford Street. Thcfe 
tears! — Oh! — Exeufe me. 

Mrs. F. I never heard fo moving a tale! Fair 
ftofamond and Woodftock Bower is not half fo 
ihocking. 

Trick. 1 had a villanous fteward, who juft at 
that time, robbed me of Fiv^e thoufand pounds ; and 
in the fame month, my noMe manfion in the country 
was reduced to a(hes. Mr. Thorpley had been the 
companion of all my gay hours; and yet now. to 
avoid difcovery, I fubmit to be called his fervant. 
He is my friend, my. very fincere friend- 
Mrs. F. Yet I heard him fay to you, not an hour 
*go> *.*Curfe you, you rafcal, why did you not write 
to the taylor, as I ordered you," — 

Tbick. Yes, yes— He is obliged to fay thofe things^ 
now and then, to carry on the myftcry. But when 
we are alone, he often exclaims, •* By heaven, my dear 
Sir Frederick, I love you too well, to fee you thus 
degraded. Fly to Germany, and marry the lovely 
Countefs of Krurapenhoufendorff, " 

Mrs F. O, pray don't take any fuch advice. 

Trick. Since 1 have feen you I certainly cannot. 
I have only two wifhes: The one is, .to coniproinife 
the bufineis 1 have mentioned, with Lord Webfoot— 

Mrs. F. And the other? 

Trick. To have the pofleflion of your hand and 
heart! To make ypu Lady Arundel, and (hew you, 
as a rich jewel of love's myfterious cabinet, in the 
falhionable circles to which I pant to return. 

Mrs. F. By the glances of Cupid's eye, I vow it 
fhall be fo. 

Trick. The devil it (hall! (aside.) 

Mrs. F. Yes, I will be the balm of your forrows. 
But in cafe the marriage* ihould not take place. 

Thick. 
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*rRicK. Whatfliould prevent it, my angel? Surelj^ 
you— 

Mrs. F. Oh, doubt me not! Yes, Hymon fliill 
lie the rofy band, and then, love, we will take a trip* 

Trick. I hope it will be a trip down ftairs, that 
will break your old yellow neck, f aside. J 

Mrs. F. Ha, ha, ha! I think I ihoulJ like to 
go to Germany, if It were only to mortify the pert 
Countefs. But any place with you mull be paradife* 
•*I would l6ve you all the day, 
EvVy night would kiss and play^ 
If with xne you'd fondly ^tray 
Over the hills and far away." fExif, 

Trick. If I get any of your caih, I will foon be far 
mway; but curfe me if you fhall lon^ be the com- 
panion of my tour. Ha, ha, ha! The German Counteft 
came in very apropos, and may I be ftruck out of 
the Court Calendar, if a cleverer Baronet than Sir 
Frederick Arundel has been created fiace the !5/A 
century. [^Exit^ 



SCENE IL 
The inside of Molly Bottermead's cottage. 

Enter Sir David Pofplbtoci. 

Sir David. Why Molly! Dame Buttermeadi Wherel 

the devil are you! By the Lord Harry I'll give the! 

old huffy fuch a led^ure! (enter Molly.) O, you 

are here, are you ? 

Molly. Blefs my heart! What, Sir David Popple** 

ton! This is fuch an honor- 
Sir. David. Yes, yes; you'll find out the honor, 

in a few minutes. 

Molly. But pray fit down. Sir David: Here's a 

chair. 

Sir David. No, no; I fhall ftand if you pleafe, 

Mrs. Molly; for I affure you this is not a vifit of 

Ceremony. 

Molly. 
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MoLLT. Ah, your honor was always frank and free; 
•^nd every bodjj in the village knows that you ar0 
one of the beft tempered men that ever — 

bir Davio. Silence, you old devil, or I ihatl b^ 
tempted to knock you down with^ ray cane! [walks 
about m a gnat paission. ) 

Molly. Olddewil, and knqck me dowi^! O, youi^ 
koixor is joking. 

Sir David. Look in my face. Mother Butterniead--*» 
Look, I (ay—TrDo you fee any thing like a joke there ? 

MoLLV. joke! No, indeed: Why tis as black as 
my blind fiiUy's* Wh^rt can be the matter? 

^r Davld. O, I'll foon tell vou what's the matters 
Do you know the meaning of the word gratitude ? 

AdoL^T. Why, was not our parfbn's laft fermon 
all about it, and do t ever fail going to church, pi» 
iiindays ? . 

Sir David. Church, you abominable old hypocritet 
|3Law long have you. lived in this cottage? 

Molly. Five and thirty yeai»,, come next Lady day. 

Sir David. To whom have you paid your rent? 

MoLLT. You are my landlord, and would never 
take any* 

Sir David. Tell me who you have to thank, for 
fupporting old Dick Buttermead, for the lait five 
years of his life? 

MoLLV. To thank! Nobody. 

bir David. O, curfe your gratitude! Perhaps you 
4re a little more obliged, at this moment, to the 
perion who procured your fon Jack's difcharge frota 
the army? 

Molly. Perhaps not. 

Sir David. Why, you impudent— Surely you have 
been tippling-— 

Molly. May be fo : I have lived in the cottage^ 
the time 1 mentioned— You were kind to old Dick,, 
and a good friend to Jack. What then? Have w^ 
not all thank'd. you with fmiles, and thank'd }ou, 
frith tears, and blefs'd you ia bed, and. pray'd for 

you 
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you kt church ? And the laft time I fpoke to yoii 
cf ydur goodnefe, did you not fay, like a fweet 
temperM angel, **Curfe you, old Moll, if everyott 
ipeak of thefe things again, I'll never do you a 
good turn as lon^ as 1 live, 

bir Davio. I did fay fo; and 1 never will do you 
a good turn again. Mother Buttermead, Mother 
Buttermead» 1 did not think you would have ufed 
itte fb bafely. 

Molly. How? If ever I heard the like before! 

Sir David. You have encouraged my hufly of a 
dau^Uter to be, difobedient— You have allowed that 
f illam Morris to corrupt her morrals, under this roof, 

and perhaps to Oh, you old finner! Now don't 

tdt any lies; for I know they have had their pri-' 
▼ate meetings here. 

Mollt. 1 know that, as well as you: Mr. Morris 
a villain! 1 fay tis falfe! 

Sir. David. What? Kalfe! Dare you fay this to me? 

Molly. Yes, to any one : I hope ftill to fee them 
married; and you cannot be a. good father, if you 
crofs their affeftions. I think, old as I am, 1 fhould 
dance for an hour, if I were to hear the bells ring 
at ' their wedding. 

Sir David. I'll bear it no longer: Til be revenged 
on all of you: 1*11 fend Morris to the county gaol— » 
rU turn my daughter out of doors direftly; and 
Jott fhall not fpend another month in this houfe. 
I'ts mine: I'll pull it down: I'll feize all your goods 
fcr the rent you owe me^ 1*11 mtake a beggar of you,— n 
and your days fhall end in the workhoufe. 

Molly, (jirmly.) Do fo. 

Sir David. I will. 

MolLy. With all my heart. My journey will 
BOt belong; and, after this, 1 can have nothing t^ 
fear from the overfeers. You will feize my goods 
loo ? Do ! There's an old clock, that was my grand- 
mother's: You may look at it, when you have made 
a beggar of your child, and when the wind blows, 

an4 
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•and the froft bites, may fay to yourfelf, •'HoV 
,pleaftd I fhpuld be, if I jvere certain that my huffy 
;of a daughter is pinched to death by this ftorm," 

Sir D4.'vptp. Peace, you old^ unnataral \v^itch ! Pleafetf 
at— 

MoLi^T. Then there's popr old Dick's faddle--- 
There's the bed he died on; the hprn ^ith whicW 
lie usM to roufeyou to the chac^. Take theiii-— they 
wont bring much money ; but they are yours. 

Sir David. You lie— they are not mine— mine 
ipdeed-r-why yo u ■ ■ ■ 

MoLLT. Then there's n\y old wheel ;, my pot$ 
and pans. There's the picture of the Marquis of 
Gran by ; and the ftories pf ** Death and the Lady,^ 
and the "Bloody Gardener," all in mahogany frames. 

^ir David. Damn the bloody Gardener! - 

MoLLT. Take them-r-Scil them— Burn them— ]t 
have no bafinefe here any longet. (g^g^) 
Sir Dayid. Where the devil are ypu going? {siofs heri. 

MoXiCT. To the overfeer's ; ^nd from thence to 
where you faid you would *8tnd me— You hard* 
Jiearted cqan! Didii*tl nurTe your beautifi;! daughter^ 
.the fweeteft infant that e^ev f weeps. J 

Sir Ditvio. You did* Mjplly, you did. 

Mo^LT. Did I not, thp' injr Lady Poppleton us'd 
to fcold mefo, wait oh her till her Uft. mbment-r 
Jay her in her Ibroudr 

Sir David. My dear M/)lly! It was thekindeft 
action you ever did for pie in your life— -I am forry 
for what I have faid^Stay where you are— Live ^' 
hundred yearsrr-Why, wb^ ate you 8Ji)out? Surel/* 
jrou won't go? 

Moi^LT. I will tho\igh. 

Sdr. David. Upon my fp\il you ih^n*t. Wbf 
-jrou jade — — 

MoLL-Y. You faid juft now, you would ^nock m^ 
♦down with your cane; now if you don't ftand ou(; 
*af the way^ 1*11 knock you doyvn with mine. I'iT 

pedfti 
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peri(h in tlie fields before 1 would be ufed in tbU 
manner. [.Exit. 

Sir David. Here's another of my agreeable adveiir 
twres! I like the old woman for her obftinacy. Til 
after her : She fhall come back : If the old jade ref* 
fifts, I'll tie her neck and heels together, and bring 
tier home again on my ihouljder?. Why Molly i 
iloUj Buttermead, i fay! {,Epcit calling. 



SCENE III. 
TTie outside of Morris's Cottage. 

Enter Harry Thorpley. 

Harry. That nimble footed rascal is always sure 
to -carry his purposes; But where the devil am I ? 
I declare I don t know the way back to the hall. 
Ah; here's a cottage, where 1 may gain fome in- 
formatTonr— How neat and rural ! Perhaps it may 
contain- fome fweet Httle nymph, who will repay 
my fatigue^ with a fcore or two of dimpled fmiles. 
( knocks. J^ , 

Enter Mr$. Welwyn. 

Pray, my charming creature— ^r«n«w^ up to her 
gaily^ but starting wfien he sees her face. J Merciful 
ileaven! It is — it is my Emmeline! 

Mrs. W. Ah, Belford ! Belford ! ^nearly fainting^ 
hit endeavouring to leave hinuj Haye I my fenfes? 
j^nd do you ftill live? 

Harry. I iam fiU'd with aftonifhment! But fo^: 
mercy's fake do not leave me! 

Mrs. W. Not leave you! Away, away, sir! 

Harry. I cannot obey you] Emmeline! To find 
you here, when I thought, when I feared— — Oh, 
itay, I (o ijure you! Do not curfe me — ^Do not fly 
from me-^My love for you 

jVlrs. Vy^. Your love ! Do you ftill prefift in guilt ? 
- '^ woul^ 
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Would you add murder to the ruin you have occafi- 
o'ned* i 

Harry. No! I would wipe a\vay my crimes, and 
tenderly fieal ^very wound my crizelty ha$ infliftedt 
—Do hot weep 

Mrs. W. Surely they ate tears of blood! Oh, my 
heart cannot endure these agonies! I tbous;ht yoii 
dead : That^ you ftill live, God be thanked :. but from 
this moment, ne^er let our eyes-encounter each other, 

Harry. Surely fome unfeen angel of compaSioit 
Has directed me to you,. J bluQi— I tremble— I fear 
to ask-^Your brother-— 

Mrs. W. He will be here in a few minutes— H^ 
has not deferte/d me: He is ftill my protedlor! 

Harry, May He ever remain fol Plead for me,, 
Emmeline; affi him to extend to me the hand of 
friendftiip; tof take me to his heart for ever. 

Mrs. W. Would you again encumber it with 
mifery and flianie? He thinks yoti are dead, and— 
Begone, Belford! The fight, of you creates new 
horrors, and almoft fills my brain with madnefs. , 

Harry. Hear me, for a few moments: I have 
fiever yet divulged rtiy real name: U is Thorpley; 
and I ani nc^w on a vifit to Sir David Poppleton, 
^hofe daughter niy father wlfties me to marry. But,' 
no ! My heart b yours, and yours alone. 

Mrs. W. Mine! O, hateful hypocrisy! 

Harry. Shame has followed me, ever fince t 
faw you laft. t^orgive m'el f kneels. J On my knees, 
I implore you to forgive roc! Suffer me to take 
you to my heart: Pardon my crimes, my cruelty ,^ 
my madnefs. My father is at Sir David's : Emmeline j 
Q'lSrt ma your hand ; let me lead you to hun, ana 
fay, **This is my choice; give your bieliing to th^ 
deftined wife of yoifr fon. " 

Mrs. W. That muft not be. 

Harry. Why not? 

Mrs. W. Oh! It cannot be! f with great emotion J 
liiKBitY^ Tell me your reafons, 

o 24 Mrs. \Y^ 
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Mrs. W. I wHU I will, (got^ tb the door ani 
ipens it. J Come fiither: Look at that boy, that 
lovely, rofy boy! He has tired hifttfelf with* fport! 
How found he fleeps ! HoW innocent he looks : 
Be is yours and mine i 

Harry. Mine! (rushes into th^ dotta^e, but returns 
instantly*} Oh nature! nature r Eraraeline, will you* 
never let thi9 boy know his' father^? 

Mrs. W. fiveeiin^.J When he beootiies a man^ 
and hears my infamy, will he not curfe his ntotherT 
Will he not ftirink from the grt)fs epithets of the 
world, and call me to account for his- fhame ? 

Harrt. Dear,: unhappy girl! Be dompofed 

Mrs. W. Corapoied ! The grave alone can give 
corapofure to- a wretch likfe iiie. Tho* I have 
affumed a charafter,. of which I Know I am un«* 
worthy, e^ry day has brought a thoiifand reproaches^ 
every night unnumbered tears of grief. But fee, 
ihy brother comes! Leave me-^I eonjuie yoti to^ 
leave met 

Harrit. But when^ will you fee me again? 

Mrs. W. Oh never! never. 

Harrt. Then I cannot go: I hav^e long foughtf 
for you: Let me dwell with you for ever; love 
you till the laft hour of my exifteoce. What fay 
you, Emqieline ^ 

Mrs. W. Only leave me noW: I (hall lofe my 
fenfes, if you^ do not comply with my reqpeft. 

Ha/rrt. I go-: But in a few hours expeft m©- 
again: for all my happinefs depends on you« i 
eonfefs I dare not meet your brother at this moment;. 

fuilt has made me a moll abject coward. Farewell f 
are well I [^ExeuJiJL 

End of Ja ir^ 
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ACT V. 



SCENE^Jpartmeni in Sr D^vrt^u houie. 
ilntar Miss TiioiiFLEr o^i^ Julibt, fn ^'5 elodtJa^ 

Miss THOHFLET. 

Ha, ha, ha I Nay, never go back— *-Yott inajr ttitet 
without fear— The ncateft Imogen that ever went 
m fearch of a Pofthumus? •*rtc^ far t& Miifonl 
Haven ? What three miles yet I** Ha, ha, bat Why, 
what is the matter With yon, chHJ. What maken 
your cheek fo pale? 

Juliet* Shame and terr^r: 0^, do' not foort withf 
me ! I will retuni ta my chamber, and think ni» mortf 
cf a (cheme fo mdellcate and di^reifingr 

Miss Ti^BrLBT. And abenlAoh yonr \wti to def» 
pair I Poor Morris f Tho*' I ha^« never (ttn ther 
fellow, I am half in love with him ; fo pray be kind 
enough to transfer this little, foolifh minaiture, will 
you ? (puts her hand ta jnliet's bosom. J 

JuLiBT* O, do not banter met My mind is fy 
confufed, that •-( nearly fidiiting, J 

Miss TtfoivpLET. Mercy on me! FU rurn> and call 
tip your woman, 

JuL.i£T. Stay, I entreat you. My dear father? 
If I leave him, will he not forfake, abandon me 
for ever, and fuffer me to die without his forgivenefo. 

Miss Thorflet. Blefs me child! 1 would rather 
read five hundred lines of the "Night Thoughts/* 
than liften to you in your prefent humour. 

Juliet. And then what will the wofld fay? 

Miss Thorplbt. O, I have an agent in London,' 
who writes the fweeteft paragraphs! I will fend 
him fome outlines, aiid you will be delighted with? 
his embelliftxments. 

JuLiBi* Sir William will be enraged at my condud-* 

Miss THOErLBT*. 
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Miss Thorpley, It will make him laugh imn^a* 
derately; and then the trick I mean to p^ay, wilt 
throw him into the moil deleetable convulfions. 
Juliet. Tour brother will defpile me: 
Miss TnokfLETt. O, dear no*: Not half atn hour 
«ojo, he faid to me, in a tragedy tone, thus ''Siilef, 
fifter, I will neVer marry the daughter of Sir Efavid 
Poppleton/* 

Juliet. Did he indeed? f eagerly. J 1*11 run im- 
mediately to my father, tell him this joyful news^ 
and then— — ^5zwiing into despondency,) Morris will 
ftill be loft to me ; 1 fhall ftill be wretched ! 

Miss Thorflet. What did your lover fay, in 
his letter? 

Juliet. That he would have a chaife waiting 
for me, within a mile of the village ; and he entreat- 
ed me to be with him at 12 o'clock. 

Miss Thorpley. Well, well: Think no more of 
the wretch : It is now paft eleven, and— Come my 
chamber is near yours : L'et ts go to reft. 

Juliet. O, no, no: If I fiiffer i firtgle hour to 
pafs, Morris will be gone. He tells me that no* 
consideration could induce him to fpend another 
day in this place. He is divided between honor 
and afit;6i:ion ; he refpects my father, and— — ( a gentle 
knocking at the doof\) . 

Miss. Thorpley. Mercy on us I Who have wd 
bere ? Hide, bide yourfelf immediately. 

Juliet. It is a friend's fignal. {opens^the door.) 
Come in, Peter : You have made no noife, I hope, 
to alarm any part of the family? 

Peter, ^ot fo much as would ftarile a moufe^ 
ma'am : See, I com'd all the way, with my fhoes 
in my hand. Iw«et I alone for a contrivance. 

Miss Thorpley. A prettier meffenger of Cupid, 
I never beheld! Ha, ha, ha! 

Juliet. How is the night, Peter? 
Peter. A pure one for the ghoftes and then! 
£jrt of things. Lord» ma'am, it be cruelly dark! I 

fsiw 
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few a big flaOi of lightening juft now, and the 
thunder, at a diftance, went rumble^ rumble. But 
% fay-r— Miss Juliet-— He, he, he! * 

Juliet. Well ? 

Peter. Lauk! What a pretty little man you do 
look like! He, he, heJ ^ 

JuLLiT, biieRcel Adieu^ my dear MissThorpIey! 
May you never l^now ^ny of the mifene^^ by which 
I am now furrounded. 
* Mjss Thorplbt. Thank yon, myi dear. But I 

Soj^e to ijbare fome of your pleafores. In about fix 
^yS) you mayexpe&me in Scotland; and^you may 
tell the anaiable pri^9 there is another p^ at hand; 
|br RtiCel fet's off with me on Thurfday night. 

Juliet. Indeed! I thought Sir William had no 
obje^iqn.to JVlr. Ruflel; • 

Miss Thorplet. None in the world, .child : B\it 
there is. fomething fb formal in being married ia 
the, ordinary manner, and feeing friends, and making 
curtfies to old maiden aunts, and having fimpering 
tride maids dreft in white — ^Oh Lud! I Ihould be 
furfeited. $^o I ihall be married in Scotland, and 
about next thurfday or friday— I really don't know 
whicli). 

Jui«iET. I can* only wiih you health and happinefs.; 
Farewell ! 

Miss Thorplby. Good night, my little heroine. 
JCeep up your fpirits, and believe me when 1 tell 
you, I am fure your father will forgive you. Nay» 
|iay, let* me have no more pathetic ^eeches. Adieu! 
Adieu! [^Exit. 

Juliet. Come, my good fellow! Come, Peter! 

Peter. O, Lord! O, Lord! If I fliould get tranf- 
ported or hang'd for this, it will be the worft piece 
9f bufineis 1 ever turned my hand to. [^Exeunt^ 
I' 

SCENE. 
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SCENE IT. 
jfnother vino in ihi vilUg^^ SiMge darl^ 

MOERIS. 

Tfec nis^ is 8aiit, atid- € fed anrious left anj 
^KX!identr*-<ltetttm to'tlitf dmife, my lad: We wilt 
be with you aj^ain ia a^ fi^w mifiutes. 

Po^ BM^.; Very/treU', y<nir honors Birt would 
]H»t madatii' be nftf^e'c^mfortabler ia the chaife 
than .ftaoiditig'hete. '; 

£MM«Littr».' ltd; -gtif t6 the iparriage, fcni, -expeS 
IM ibtm.- f&ri* Poll 'bciy.^ ifhafliidt enjoy a 
moment's peace; trll ymt heave etffefted jt>ur pmrpofe* 

Moaafsu My parpofe! What isvit?' 'X.o m^ke 
Jiifiet mine ifiir t?lrer! ^ot l^tw?— By what means? 
Doe« hen^r approve tkeni? I "woald do^tight. in all 
^ngs: Bvt 4her^ av^ tiibantains» which we tannot 
dimh, and ieurret^ts ife dilnttdt' fteni. TK^ wealth 
4if her father tiever reifi^oyed rofj thon^ts ; her 
feittfes alon^, ynW always make tAb batoy. 

E»m«LiiirB.^ Tbu take her from her faTOer^and — 

Morris. I alfo take her frqiu her intended huftandt 
Frotn the bafe, pertcfious Bel ford! T%at he fires 1 
am grateful tp. Heaven ; my b^art has become fighter^ 
jince 1 have f^ond that t!he blood of man will 
»ot Dain my hand» -when It *fli&ll be upraifed to 
ProvKlence for «iercy. 

Ehm-blinb. Oh, Charles! He looked—^e fpoke 

^f TOU-T— 

hifmxsk VHkiny has manyfliapcs; lypoonljr many 
iaocents. Can you ftfll ^ove him? / 

£MM«trmkJ. Is he not the father of my tAiJd? (vntU 

^mofim.). Circnmftances. mighft Forgke me, my 

<lear Charles; excufe thefe obftinate tears. 

MoftAis. Dry them inftantly, baniih the caufe 
for ever from your mind* He is come hither to 
unite himfeif to beautyi innocence and fortune ; ali 
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«f which he would have abufed and ruined. I 
Vi^tnpii in my turn! I fnatch from his arms the 
lovely prize, and leave hinji difappointed apd morti? 
fied! Deceit diftated what he laid to you to-day: 
W^ he flilI-7lnluU;ing villain! ftill may think—-— 
. £mmbi«in£. Ot;^, forbear !-7r^P^ak of him no more, 
* Morris. Contempt and difgrace purfue him! My 
Juliet! — ^This is my only chance of felicity; and a 
i^ifappointmeojt;, at this time, would bring eternal 
^d^fpair. Why does fhe not con^e ? Surely Ihe cannot 
P^ve miftakien the filace. 

£mm£Line. It is pafl the appointed hour. 

Morris. Yes; But not niuch. Return to the 

chaife, and I will gQ in fesurcb Qf her. I will wall;. 

*^wn the la^e 'tjbat .le^tjs jto the hall, at>d I hppe 

to meet with her in a few minutes. [Exeunt sevifoLlj^ 



SCENE III, 

yf Atill. Music and laughing toithquf. 

flnter Wusatbar, and several country people^ 

Wheatbab. 

V. 

Ha, ha, ha! Good i^ight, ipy hearties! Yqu*11 all 
be at home before the ftonu comes on; and majf 
you never be lefs happy than you have be^n tp-night, 
Yith old Bob Wheatear and his dame. 

Peasant. Good night. Bob! Good night, my old 
lad of the mill. ' [^Exeunt. 

Wheatear. 'Facks! We have had a joUy nighf 
on*t! This is the ninth child I have had chriftened^ 
and if there's grift enough come to the mill, to 
•fupport them decei>tly, and rear them up honeftiy, 
I don't care if Bet bring me nine more. Little 
Jonathan behaved very well indeed, except, when, 

'^t church, parfon took him in his arms; and he ^ 

iHa, ha, ha! — Well, well: Jonathan will learn be^er 
cnanneis bye and bye. {Exit into the house.) 
. i H 
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Enter Juliet /$nd Pbtbi|« 

Juti^T. Huflil Make no nbife. They art g^i»^ 
br, and we may proceed. We are ii0w very neq|' 
the fpot 

Pete^. The l5f)otj O, Lord, and fp we are! Th^ 
••►ery fpot wh«re Betty Huggins hung feerfelf. There's 
the cow-house, ma*am, iand I think I can fee ■ 

JuLtBT. What?— The chaife? — Mr. Morris f 

Peter. No, ma'am, no: Betty's ^oft, -vrith m 
fkce as white asf a twnif). 

Juliet* Ri4iculous1 Don't give way to fuch S\\f 
fears. 

' PfitEa. I ten't afeard, ma'aiti, not l{ To be fure 
it's very prefumptuons to ftt fuch things? at defiance: 
But I bcn't afcard for all tjiat. \holding the skirt oJ{ 
Juliet's coat.) 

Juliet. Come, let us proceed: Which way are 
we to go now? 

Petea. O, we Jiave only to orqfs the little foot 
bridge; and then we fliall come to the corner of 
the lane. Come, madam, dWt be afeard— -Oh, Lord) 
{startif^ ioick,) 

Juliet. HuihJ You will certainly difcover me. 
What's th^ matter, " now, 

Pet^r. I thought 1 ieed another fpirit a)5 whitQ 
JU( t'other. 

JuLiEi-. Come on; come on: Your follies diflreft 
ipe beyond bearing. {^Exeunt, 

Enter Wheateab from thf mitU 

VJnSfKT^AU,. {shaking lo^ as he tniigpi.) I am furft 
^ heard a noife. I fuji^fe k is the curied gipfi^s^ 
that have (o often robbed us of our cocks and hens* 
I don't wi& to hurt you much, you impudent fcoun* 
4drels, but^-^f Juliet shrieks without.] Hollo! what'» 
that? A woman's voice, and a noife in the riveii 
polio! Who's there? Who's there? 

Enter Peter. 

P^xi;r, Qii Lord! OkLprdlPeatbaod ruination! 
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WrtBATEAR. Peter! Is it yeu? Speak Lad, fpeakt 
i PbTBR. I can't fpeak! I shall never fpeak agaip ! 
Indeed I never (hall! Murder J Murder I She's drown'di 
dhfe's ccrtairtly drowa'd! 

Entir MoRRi^ hastily. 

MotinlEs. Merciful Heai^en ! What's thfcf tttatter ? 
. Pbxbr. She's drown'd — ^Don't be m^sfy, sir, pray* 
4on*t, bdt Miss Juliet's drown'd. 
» Morris. Oh, horror! horror? Wherie? fot Heaycn'i 
iake^ tell me where? 

Whkatear, Fly to th^ bridge. If the ftrearnl 
tarry her to the mill, {hre will certainly be tortl 
piece-meal. Fly, fly? and I'll domie to ^ou inftantly^ 
with a rope and larrthorn. 

Mrrris. Oh, Juliet! Julletf C^*''^» 

Pbtbr. I dare not ftir a foot? O, deaf, rm as 
teld as ice, and my teeth will chatter themfelvei 
tout of nify head, (Miller comes out with a lanthorft 
and Exit. J There! I heard Mr. Morris jump into^ 
ithe water f He'll go to the bottom too! And Sir 
David will have I hanged at next Affizes. 

Whir ATE Alt. (without^ J Dbh't go too near the 
Mill— See— What's that under the willow? 

Morris, f without. J Trs (he! Tis ihe! Throw the 
tope to me, and hold the light a little higher. 

Pbtbr. f listening, J They ha:ve her thenf I didn't 
think we fhould have got hef out fo ibon. Here 
they cornel Here they come! 

Enter WOiEAtBAt, and MoREiSp with Jduibt iir 

kis ' arms 9 

WhbateXr. This way : this Way i bring her in, 
ivii place her oh the bed. 

Morris. She's breathlefs and dead! She's loft tOt 
me and the world for ever. (Exit into the house 
Mith Miller. Prtkk goes off crying. J 

SCENSm 
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^. SCENE ir, 

jtn jfpartment in Sir Davti>*s Kottse 

Trick andySvs. Fonplt discovered, 

Tkick. 
Thus, on my knees, Xet me poifr toxth my thanks' 
ind adoration. May the liars never Ikine again*. If 
I do not admir^ — ^ ^ . ^ .. .. 

Mrs, F. Hold, hold 1 I cannot tear this «cefs of 
joy! As. foon a^^ you marry me — — 

Teick. Let it be to-morrow, my angel! 
^ Mrs, F. No, Sir Frederick, not till tuefday. The 
two hundred pounds I have juft given you, will 
ferve for Jfbme litUe elegant preparatieiis. We ftxall 
certainly oe happy, very happjr I 
. Trick* Oh, fuperlatively tot 

Mrs, F. .Should Heaven crown out loves with a 
little Frederick-^Ah met. How fweet is maternal 
anticipation! But if your affection Ihould CQ9I, eternal 
forrow will be my lot ; and theii, as the Queen fays 
in the play "Like the lilly that once was ^pisWefs 
of the field^ 1*11 hang my head and perifh/* 
. Trick. As 6)on as you please, you old, wltlicJed 
crocus, (aside. J 

, Mrs. F. But, Sir FredericW, jthere h a degree of 
delicacy. to be obferved: Suppote you fpeat to Sir 
David, in the morning > ■ 

Trick. Oh, dear, no-^The myftery you know— 
And then 1 am fo modeft-^^o apt to blufli-^ 

Mrs. F. Why then, fit down, and write a Ihort 
letter to him. Explain; every things and It will 
myfelf deliver it. 

Tripk, Ha! Here*s pen and ink — I'll do it in« 
ftantly. ( sits d&Wn and writes, ) 

Mrs, F. How fortunate, how bleft am I! The 
ftars (hine propitious, and I fhall be envied by the 
women, more than my niece, (walks about and sings 
with girlish affectation.), What an elegant youth — 
How graceful his attitude— How beautiful his eyes — 

How 



SIGH NO MORE LADIES. &tr 

fiow fliafllowl was, not to difcover immediately hi» 
thoufand. hereditary dignities— -My love, have you 
written th* letter? 

Tatcc. Yes-^^heie-r-It explains every thinit>— A.n4, 
I iincerely hope it will have the deiired effect; 

Mrs. F. Grant it, ye powers of extacy and lovel 
(takts the letter. J 

Efifer Peteh. l 

Pbtkr, O, Lord, Mrs. Fondly! I havefieen feeking 
yoii, all ov;er the houfe. Why furely yott barve besurii^ 
iian*t you? 

Mrs. F* Heard what, you ihfolent bobby? 
Pbtkr. That Misis Juliet run^d away to Mr. Morris*' 
That ihe fell into the river, and was drowned* . . 

Mrs. F. Don't fKock me thus, you wretch— ^Tit 
falfe! Drowned? 

Pbtrr. ' E^, .Clofe by the mill, going with-Ig, 
over,- that domn*d little foot bridge. 

Mrs. F. Support me. Heaven!— Poor girl! Them 
ihe'}l never be, married. 

Petbr. Mafter and all the quality, be gone to her* 
at old Bob Wheateat*s ; and if you pteafe,.i will take 
ttiy Ian thorn, ma'am, and ihew you the way there too«,* 

Mrs. F.. I will fly to the fatal fpot; 'Oh, Si< 
Frederick ! 

Peter. What I (aside J 

Tr^icic. My pathetic,' (enfifeiVe angel ! [embracing herY 

Peter, (aside.) Od rabbit itl This be queer indeed! 

Mrs. F. I must tear myfelf away: Let me fee 
you in the morning, at eight, or nine. 

Trick. If it be ten^ my love, don't let your fur* 
prife overcome you. Adieu I (embraces her and Exit.) 

Mrs. F. 1 could gaze upon you till^^^h! But; my 
poor niece~Come along, you great Brute, \Exitm 

Pbtbr. I'fe follow you, you gr^y headed old unner. 
Getting into inch fly corners with [^Exit muttering. 

SCEN£« 



tnside ^ Wheatear's housi. jucxsr in a Chair mp^ 
^frtisd-iy MouKi'^f &HMmAKAy and WBtMrn^MLy and 
dressed in H loose ^owt. 

WHEAtBAK. 

Come, come 5 cbeer up, yoirag lady. You have 
ftad a bleffed efcape, ima fhould not now be fed. 
r fifoslitsv Be twWforted, my JuUbu I tttreat you 
V> bfi CQcnfoTted. f^it David eaUs-'oithat^t*) Harkt 
There^s your father. 

JjJhi^t. Uf father!. Shield, fopport • toe* I ihall 
^.with {hame and appvefaenfiou:. fjtnks ia^l Jiis ofms.j 

^i^i^cf'Sir David^ Sir William, Harriv '!Ru€y5Ei^^wJ 

Miss Th^rpley. 

.'BihwfeLitWiii. Alii* BelfoM '*!ere! /^5ftfe.7 , 
Morris. What do^I Ce*? The cirtft dteftroyer 

#f my p^<Je ^ ^nd happiflfefi!* 

Harrt. How fliall I fuppoi*t t!hi^ intfer/ieW. {A'pdH 

J^ Ruffel.) 

Sir Datiov (viho had- been boklng foioardi juWet^ 

with speechlifs anxiety. J Old Wbeaterl*-^Bt>b!— Corue' 

Wheatear. Your honor? 

Sir David, Is my daughter fitlive, dp dead P 

Whkatear. Lord, Sfe i>avid, I 

Sir David*. No words about ^ it: I dare not tip- 

{ ►roach her till my ^queftiou is anfwered. Dots fhe 
ive. Bob? 

" Wkeatear* Live J your honor? I hope fhcMl live 
thefe fifty years, bhe w^ wi thirl fix or feven yards 
t>f the taill wheel; but Mr. Morris jump'd in boldly, 
imd faved the dear young creature. 
Sir David. Oh, Heaven, I thank thee! Motris, you 

«pe a good, brave How dare you, fir, think of 

injuring, me in this manner. Juliet! My dear daughter ! 
Look up, Look up to me, inftantly 

JULIET» 
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f uLiBt. I cannot, I dare not till yon fbrgVe tte. 

Sir David. I'll never fargive you, hu^ ! WhJ 

jjf^^ifcr cheeks, arc as cold as ice. fk^fsis ier.J ^fhall 

^icver lo»e you again. I fball hate, daipile you-»» 

^ SuiA^T. (hanging gn his neck.) Ob, do not fay fol 

for Heaven's fake, do not fay fo! 

Sir Oavid, Why fhe looks now as if ihe were dyinct 
Am I to be left childlefs! Bob, mount your horfe^ 
fnaojedlately; and ride to Doctor Hemlock. You ftiall 
have fifty pounds for your journey ♦ and if he fare 
my daughter, my dear daughter! 1*11 giie him &v» 
«undred for his care and trouble. 

JuLiaT. Oh, 1 want no sUnftance. Tour pacdoil 
is all I a(k : pardon for rayfelf and Morris. 

Sif Da^id. Pardon for him? A fcoundreUp*^ 

MoBRiB. Sir t— That epithet— 

Sir David. Don't voii like it? Don't you defend 
^? Anfwer me that ^ My daughter was good ZfuL 
^utiful, till you corrupted her heart, and perfuaded 
ner to defert an afi«ctionate old father^ to folloir 
an adrenturer, who— 
^' Mojuiis. Silence! 

Sir. David. What? 

MoaiRS. Silence! 1 will Ml be treated with r«M 
^pect. You may compel her to marry the wretch^ 
to whom you have promifed ker ; but you have no 
power over the affections of ray heart. 

Sir David. Curfe the fellow 4 But I like Wm for 
fcis fpirit. (qfide.J What wretcU, fir? Who do you 
mean? 

• 

MoKRis. Miller, leave us for a few minutes. (EmU 
WheAtear.) Sir David, I have no hope of happinefs. 
This day I told you my flory, and the BeUbrd X 
meiUtoned to you— — 

Sir David. Was certainly an infamous fcoundrel. 

MonHis. {pointing to Hrvt J,] There ftands the hero 
of my tale ! I thought him dead ; but he may Hill 
)iave many noble triumphs to complete! 

.^ir Dattd^ 
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Sir Dati9« What !--Harry Thorpley !— He thaU- 
Damn it^ i can't believe it. 

MoHiis. I bere aifent the truth of it. Droop not^ 
Emnieline-^EIaie the ferf>ent, but no longer fear it. 
• HARiir. Father, 1 implore you to hear me — Sir 
jDavid, Morris, Emmeline iTr-TUrn not from me — I 
a;m confufed, embarraffed^ almoft deprived of reafon. 
I have indeed been bafe and villainous. The wound 
you gave me, and which you thought occafioned 
my death, was not half fo painful as thofe which 
confcience afterwards inflicted. My former vices ftarc 
me in the face; nor do I think it abject, thus to 
throw myfelf at your feet^ and implore you to raife 
me with forgiv^iefs. 

Moitfti^. Releaie my hand, fir J This is mockery. 

Harry. Oh, no ! May I be the fcora of Heaven, 
if I do not fincerdy repent nay crimes. Ever fince 
my wound, was healed, have 1 anxiouily fought foir 
jovtt lifter, as feme of my friends can witnefs. Oh^ 
Morris! Scorn me not! Let me call you brother! 
Emmeline — ^Turn not from me— -Be the partner of 
my heart — My wife— The fond, beloved companion 
of all my after days. Father^ I appeal to you, who 
Jknew fome part of my Itory before. Is not my 
l^ropofal iuft? Can you oppofe my happinefs. 

Sir William. If ihe will forgive you, you have 
nothing to fear from me. 

IIaM'Y. Bleffings, bleflings pn you! Speak, Morris^ 
and let your language.be that of fhendfhip; tet 
us be brothers, ^ay turn not coldly from me : Your 
heart, Morris— 

Montis. Has not yet ceafed to bleed for its a]isfor« 
.tupes. 

Harry. Oh! Do hot fay fo. Your fifter««-Can you 
refufe — 

Morris. |Ier happiness is mine, and Ihe muft 
determine for herfelf. 

Harhy. Emmeline! My d^r^ abufed Emmeliii^i 
f takes bir hand, and leads her up the Jfa^e.J 

Sir JJavii^* 
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Sir David* All this Is very ftrange, and very 
Tomantic. And you, Mifs Thorpley — Vou, my town 
bred madam, had the audacity to affift my huffy, in 
•running away from me. Curfe fuch Piccadilly im? 
pudence, fay I! How dare you, Mifs 

Miss Thorpley. Do what, Sir David? Confign a 
lovely girl to a deferving lover? Lord! I am fure I 
meant no harm. She aid not like my brother, an d 
i knew he liked fomebody elfe, a great deal better, 
Befides, if old gentleman will beobllinate, and head- 
firong, and muliih, why then they deferv c ■■ ■ 

Sir David. What, madam? What? 

Miss Thorplby. What, madam? What? Why t6 
—But I will not teil you, till you unknit your 
naibr, ugly black brpws— There ! You relax already— 
And now— A fmile!-^Come here, Sir David— Yoii 
'Will not? Why then, 1 muft come to you; and 
talk to you gravely; and— How do you do. Sir David ^ 
{smiles and Jdsses him,) 

Sir David. There's honey on her lips! [aside.) 
Come» come. Miss Thorpley, this will not excufe you. 

Miss Thorpli;y. No 1 Why then, perhaps this may. 
. {Jdsses him again.) Lord, Sir David, I wifli — I wifh 
you would come a courting to me, for I really like 
you, very much indeed. Lady Poppleton!— I think 
I Ihould like to be called Lady Poppleton. Yoii 
can't imagine, what pleafure it would give me, to 
whip you thro* Bond Street, and dafti you down St. 
James s. Then, to have you with me at the Opera; 
to hang on your dear arm, in Kenfington Gardens 
—If you will be a kind, good-natur'd hufband. Sir 
David, upon my honor, 1 will endeavour to mak6 
you a very diftmguilhed character. 

Sir David, Yes, yes*; I dare fay it would not be 
long, before you would fet a mark on me. [rubs, 
kis forehead.) 

Miss Thorpley. Any thing to oblige you. Sir 
David, [curtsies with affected simplicity.) And when 
age (hall have tamed my fpirits, and cooled, but not 
«tinguiflied your Jlame — For I Ihould like you t^ 
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live as long as old Parr— We will bid adieu to &st 

f»leafures of the town, and (hare together the del- 
ights of the country. You fliall be dearer to me^ 
than all the Strephoos that ever bound a fheep-hook 
with rofes ; and Mr^, Fondly, and her little fat lamb, 
will feem quite uninterefting, when / aflbme the? 
garb of a ihepherdefe. In fmnmer the joys of Arcadia 
fhall he ours; and in the winter evenings, you ihall. 
drink goofeberry wine, and I will darn your ilockingd 
so neatly, that even the wives of the apothecary 
and excifemen, fhall o\^n that I am the moft no- 
table and beft of wives — What T— Not have me?— 
Juft as you pleafe, fir — (runs to Juliet.) My dear 
Juliet! How fincerely da I rejoice at your efcapel Blefs 
me. Sir David, had ihe been lo(i in the ftream> 

Sir David. Loft! You make my blood cold. Lofb! 
Oh, my dear, dear Juliet! (embraces her.) 

KusSEL. And then, if Mr. Morris had not been fo 
brave — If, «t the extreme bcumid of his' Hfe^ and 
regardlefs of — ^ 

Sir David, (running to Morris.) Tou^oung dog! 
Cchne to my heart; live there for evert 

MosRis. Sir I What do you mean? Can you 

Sir Davib. There ftands my daughter.. I believe 
you to be a man of honor, and your wani of for- 
tune I will fupply. I loved her from her infancy : 
1 refpected you from out £r(t acquaintance: aqd if 
fome parts of my conduct have fbiemed flfrangp and 
auilere, \^hy then — Pfhaw! Damin it! Whatju^nifies 
jtaiking? There ftands your wife; and berets the hand 
of your father. 

Juliet. Ob, happmefs! 

MoRftis. Is this reality? Can I be fd hleft? 

» Enter Mrs. Fondly, and Ppter. 

Mrs. F. Blest? Oh, then my niece is not drowned, 
«ind (be is ftill deftined to tread the primrofe path, 
as well as myfelf. Good friends, I am glad to fee 
you all fo happy ; and I am fure^ Sir Frederick Arundel 
will be eq;uaily delighted. 

Sir Djlviv* 
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. Sir David. Who, the devil, is Sir Frederick Arundel f 
. Mrs. F. Oh, you will not be long a ftranger to him. 
t believe. Sir William Thorpley has fome acquaintance 
mthhim. Eh, Sir William? 

Sir William. Not I, on my honor, madam. Who 
does the old fury mean. fasidi,J 

, Mrs. F. Nor with Lord Webfodt— Nor the Count- 
lefs of Krumpenhoufendorff ? Ha ha, ha! This is very; 

fretty; but yoil need not be afraid of me. I love Sir 
. rederick! Without a blu(h, I confefs it. .My fortune, 
toy heart, and perfon are entirely his , and here, brother^ 
is a letter, which the amiable, difguifed baronet defired 
me to give to you. 

Sir. David. By Jupiter {he is crazy! ^ 

Mrs. F. Read it, if you pleafe; and do not think Ut 
of me, if tbe bluih of confuiion rifes on my cheek. 

Sir David. Oh, (he's certainly mad ! But let me fee 
^'^f reads. ) "Sir David, it is at the requeft of your 
fooUfli oldT Sifter, that I trouble you witki this/' 

Mrs. F, What! Fciolifh old — —Defend me! 

Sir David, f reads, J "Her abfurdities have amufed 
me. The ^ 200 0ie has jufl given me, will take me to 
London with eelat^ and releale me froni the bonds of 
Servitude, which 1 have ever defpifed. She offered me 
her perfon, but I could not think of making fo great a 
■&cri&:e to age, liglinefs ahd folly/' 

Mrs. F. Support me Heaven! 

Sir David, f reads. J "Before you receive this, I 
fiiall be, on my return to London. If you think your 
jBfter wronged, at fome after time I will, with pleaiure, 
Exchange a bullet, with you. Bat I pique myfelf oni 
sny ingenuity, and the amorous vows of my love fick 
venus of fifty Eve, will ever be a fund of mirth to your 
obedient fervant, Kobert Trick." 

Mrs. F. The villain! Oh the villain! Why, Str 
Willam, he told me that he was a Baronet in ditguife. 
. Sir William. Ha, ha, ha! His father was a play« 
houfe conftable, and bis mother kept a tripe ihop, near 
the Seven Dials. 

bir DaviD. tia, ha, ha! I admire the rafcal's talents^ 

but 
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but curfe his impudence, in ftippofing that I would 
^ght him. J^ifter, you are juftly ferved, and 1 hope 

Mrs. F. Don't talk to me — I have loft my fenfes— 
I'll go and throw myfelf in the river, and leave you all 
lo enjoy the ruin of innocent credulity. \^£xit. 

Peter. Stop, ma*am, ftop. Candle be all burnt out ; 
but I'll ax miller for a little hit, and then have the 
plcafure of lighting you to the water fide. [jBjp/V. 

iMiss Thorplay. Ha, ha, ha! This is really a night 
of adventures. Well, brother, what fays your Ename* 
line? Does fhe forgive you? 

Harry. She does, fhe does! Father, you will not 
oppofe ray wifties. To-morrow let Emmeline be mine ; 
mine for ever! Why are you filent, my lov^. 

£mmelink. My errors are known, and my confufion 
is unfeigned. Oh, in the forgivenefs of all your hearts, 
let me find peace and comfort. Brother! ■ 

Morris. Like you, I am overpowered. The good- 
pefs of Sir David, the redeemed honor of Thorpley, and 
the love of Juliet, fill me with furprife and rapture. In 
the morning 1 will reveal my real name and hiftory, 
find bring you all to acknowledge, that I have been 
often unfortunate, but feldom vicious or difhonorable. 
RusssL. So! All are to be happy but poor Jack RufiTel! 
JMEadam, Miss Thorpley — ^hem! {advancing and boiving) 

Miss Thorpley. W hat is the wretch going to fay > 

RussEL. I find this well diipofed party is for 
church to-morrow, will you give me leave to take you 
there, and—- and- 



Mibs TuoAPLBY. And — and-*— Lord how filly it looks 
for a man to ftammer. Yes— I think I^wili go, and 
then you will teaze me no more about it. 

Sir David. All happy at lad! f sings.) ''Sigh no 
jtnore ladies; ladies figh no more." Come let us return 
to the hall. Might is i^etiring apace, and it promifes to 
be a fair morning. May all our days be as long and 
ferene as thofe of fummer ; and may the fmilesof mend-^ 
ihip, affe&ion and good nature, ever make us as joyful 
an^ content, as we are at this moment* 

lElID CiP TBJI COMBXXTt 



EPILOGUE. 

Enter .Trigk, 
X^iiEx a man .writes a play, and owns it too. 
Something by way of epilogue is due; 
1 gave a gentle hint to Mr. Neville,* 
Who strok'd his chin, look'd grave, cried, "pshaw! the devil! 
"Our customers to-nigh^^ have heiard enough, ' .- 

"And my poor brain c:«^i make no rhyming stuff;" 
Fool ! I replied, youi: fri,ends will take offence, 
And swear you Ve not a gpain of common sense ; 
I'll go and plead your cause, and something say, • 
Concerning your strange, good for nothing play. 
"Do, my brave Trick/'., he said — So, here I ran. 
And now the finest speech , that ever man , 
Compos'd or utter d, will I quickly make:-— 
Ladies and Gentlemen— for my masters sake, 
I come before you— Hemjrrl humbly bow — 
Protest upon — that is— I swear — I vow. 

Pet;er (without.) 
Take care, ma'am or thoull tumble into beck.f 

Trick. 
What, here again? — Then heels preserve my neck, (runs off) 

Enter Peter. 
Where is I got ? Ecod Tse at the play ! 
A bonny place it is, as most folks say; 
Where actor men and women dance and sing, 
And tell us, "Here's the queen I And there's the king ! " 
I like to see 'em do their canny parts, 
And fight, and squeak, and growl, and thump their hearts* 
Tho' Betty Todkins says, "'tis all my eye," 
When the fine gentlemen and ladies die, 
Nea, nea ;— So nice they come, so grandly pass, 
That, when 'tis o'er, I never minds the brass. 

* This was, at first, supposed the author's name* 
i The Westmorclaod dialecu 
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Waunds! There is Jack t' huntsman, in first row, 
Why, Jack, and is thou come to see the show? 

Mrs. Fondly (without.) 
Why, Peter! Peter! Scoundrel! Wretch, I say! 

Peter. 
Madam, Tse here: Step a lile bit this way. 

Mrs. FoKDLY en?fr5. 
No, ni not drown mysdf: Di^ath ishall not stop 
The honey of my breath, Vny lihies crop: 
Tho' cunning Cupid adts u treacherous part, 
Still love shall rule my littl^, flutteting heart! 
Some less inconstant swain may be carest, 
FeJist on my smiles, and dasp me 'to his treast; 
While my sweet children Sfport with harmless glee, 
Dear rose buds, springing from a Ijlushing tree ! 
Oh, I was forraM for tbhflerhess* and 'love, 
E'en poon old Matthew us*d to call me dove. 
Suppose I here my grand iittack' commence? 
I only want a man of wit and sense, 
With smiles like mine, with such a graceful air, 
That all shall say, Oh, what a charming pair t 
View ijie, ye Kendal beaU^, arid quick decide, • 
For beauty is allowed a Httld pride; 
If none of ye with fond aftectibn bum, 
Soon to my Yorkshire swains I must return. 

■ Petek. 
I/)rd! Lordl I see hbr— It is Betty's ghost i 
Oh, Mrs, Fondly gang, or we is lost i 

Mrs. Fondly. 
I vow this fellow kills me with affright-^' 
Peter, I come — Good night, my friends^ good liight! 
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